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A    C  H  O I  CE 

Collection  of  Songs. 

SINGING  charms  the  bleft  above  ; 
Angels  fing,  and  faints  approve  : 
All  we  below 
Of  heav'n  can  know, 
la  that  they  both  fmg  and  love. 

Anna  hath  an  angel's  air  ; 

As  fwect  her  notes,  her  face  as  fair  : 

VaiTals  and  kings 

Feel,  when  ihe  fings, 
Charms  of  warbling  beauty  near* 

Savage  nature  conquer'd  lyes, 
All  in  wonder  and  furprize  ; 

Hearts  a  firing, 

Souls  expiring, 
By  her  charming  notes  and  eyes. 

Let  the  viol  and  the  harp 

Hang  and  moulder  till  they  warp  j 

Let  flute  and  lyre 

In  duft  expire, 
Shatter'd  by  a  vocal  fliarp. 


7U  Happy  Man, 

I  Envy  not  Sir  Courtly  Nice, 
Secure  from  pomp,  and  free  from  vice, 
I  pafs  my  days  with  eaiè, 
\  pafs,  éc. 

Vol.  U.  a  The 


(      0.      ) 

The  man  who  will  not  be  a  knave, 
'ind  fcorns  to  be  a  fawning  flave,   , 
Has  but  himfelf  to  pleaie, 
Has,  éc. 

"he  world  and  all  its  glittering  toys 
ionfifts  in  hurry,  fliow  and  noife, 

Whilft  in  a  croud  we  live. 
fhank  heaven,  I  fhare  a  better  fate, 
And  blefl  enjoy,  in  humbler  ftate, 
The  fweets  that  quiet  give. 

My  book,  my  garden,  field  and  fair, 
Are  all  my  pleafures,  all  my  care, 

Nor  Willi  I  greater  blifs. 
Each  day  to  me  frefh  beauties  rife 
From  thefc  and  Ifabella's  eyes, 

Still  fweetned  by  a  kifs. 


Tune,  How  happy  could  I  be  with  either, 

ON  courting  I  went  to  my  lafs, 
Who  is  fweeter  than  rofes  in  May, 
"W  hen  before  her  I  look'd  like  an  afs, 

The  never  a  word  I  cou'd  fay. 
Ï  walk'd  with  her  into  the  garden, 
There  fully  refolved  to  woo  her, 
But  may  1  ne'er  be  worth  a  farthing. 
If  of  love  I  faid  any  thing  to  her. 

But  I  asked  which  way  was  the  wind  ? 

For  I  thought  on  fome  talk  I  muH:  enter. 
Why,   Sir,  ihe  made  anfwer,  and'  grinn'd, 

Have  you  iúít  fent  your  wits  qxï  a  venture  \ 

That 


(     3     ) 

That  I  look  M  like  a  fool,  you'll  allow. 

As  often  1  have  done  before  : 
But,  meaning  my  courage  to  ihow, 

I  lookM  like  a  fool  once  more. 

I  prell  her  hand  clofe  to  my  breaflr, 

Then  my  heart  was  as  light  as  a  feather } 
Yet   nothing  Ï  (aid,  I  protefr, 

But,  Madam,  'tis  mighty  fine  weather. 
To  an  arbour  I  did  her  attend, 

She  ask'd  me  to  fit  down  by  her; 
But  I  crept  to  the  furthermoil  end, 

For  I  was  afraid  to  come  nigh  her. 
That  I  was  a  blockhead,  is  plain, 

For,  wanting  fomething  to  amufe  me, 
Inftead  of  revealing  my  pain, 

I  unluckiliy  humm'd  out— -Excufe  me. 
Next,  I  follow'd  her  into  the  houfe, 

There  vow'd,  I  my  fortune  wou'd  try  : 
But  there  was  I  mute  as  a  moufe. 

O  what  a  dull  booby  was  I  ! 


The  Je  ne  fiai  quoi. 

YES,  I'm  in  love,  I  feel  it  now. 
And  Celia  has  undone  me  ; 
And  yet,  I  fvvear,  I  can't  tell  how, 
The  pleaCng  plague  ftole  on  me. 
*Tis  not  her  face  that  love  creates, 

For  there  no  graces  revel  : 
'Tis  not  her  ihape,  for  there  the  fates 
Have  rather  been  uncivil. 

'Tis  not  her  air,  for  fure  in  that 

There's  nothing  more  than  common  ; 

A  2  An'^ 


(     4     ) 

Anà  aîï  ber  fenfe  is  only  chat, 

Like  any  other  woman. 
Her  voic«,  her  touch  might  give  ih'  alarm, 

*Tis  hoi\  perhaps,  or  neither  î 
In  ihort,  *ti$  that  bewitching  diaïm 

Of  Cdk  altogether» 


Tke  Shph^J*s  WsMing, 

A  M  Y  N  T  O  R. 

PAftora*s  come»  with  myrtle  crown*d» 
To  bleis  her  fond  Amyntor*s  (ide  \ 
The  fan  in  his  extcnKve  round 
Ke*er  law  ib  fweet,  Co  fair  a  bride. 

P  A  S  T  O  R  A. 
If  to  be  tfoe,  is  fweet  and  fair, 

Faftora  with  î*ucinda  vies. 
And  fweeter  fiie,  than  is  the  air 

That  âects  beneath  Arabian  skies, 

A  M  Y  N  T  O  R. 

The  fields,  the  groves,  eacb^  hiil  and  vale, 
Have  witnefs'd  to  my  faithful  vow  j 

Long  had  I  figh*d  my  am*rQus  tale. 
But  cvVy  care*s  requited  now. 

PASTOR  A. 

Without  a  bluih,  I  here  repeat 

What  to  the  Nymphs  I  told  before  j 

For  tliee  my  tender  heart  does  beat, 
Poifcil  of  thee  I  ask  no  more. 


Thus 


(  ^  ) 

A  M  Y  N  T  O  R. 
Thus  with  this  vvreatii  I  crown  thy  broWj 

And  with  this  kifs  my  Jove  I  ieai  ; 
And  may  Î,  when  I  break  my  vow, 

The  pangs  of  tortur'd  lovers  feel. 
P  A  S  T  O  R  A. 
Shou'd  I,  ungrateful  to  my  fwain, 

Affliá:  him  with  domeilic  ilrife  ; 
May  I  be  driven  from  the  plain 

By  ev'ry  virtuous  maid  and  wife. 


AT  Upton  on  the  hill, 
There  lives  a  happy  pair  ; 
The  fwain,   his  name  is  Will, 

And  Molly  is  the  fair  ; 
Ten  years  are  gone  and  more. 

Since  Hymen  join'd  thefe  ëwo  ; 
Tiicir  hearts  were  one,  before 
The  facred  rites  they  knew. 

Since  which  aufpicious  dr^y. 

Sweet  harmony  docs  itiga  ; 
Both  love,  and  both  obey  ; 

Hear  t'nis  each  "Nymph  and  l\vain. 
If  hnply  cares  invade, 

As  ".vix)  is  ii.::-j  ironi  care  ? 
Th'  impreihôn's  Isghtor  made 

By  taking  each  a  ihare. 

Pleas'd  with  a  calm  retreat. 

They've  no  anibidous  view  ; 
In  plenty  live,   n^.i  (late,  .  . ,  ^; 

Nor  envy  thoiè  that  do. 

A  :{  Sura 
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gurc  pomp  is  empty  noiíé, 

And  cares  increaie  with  wealth  ; 
They  aim  at  truer  joys, 

Tranquillity  and  health. 
With  fafety  and  with  eafc 

Their  prefent  life  doth  flow  ;. 
They  fear  no  raging  ieas, 

Nor  rocks  that  lurk  below  : 
May  ftill  a  fteady  gale 

Their  little  bark  attend, 
And  gently  fill  each  fail, 

'fill  lif^itfelfihall  end. 


Anfwer  to  the,  Amazon. 

WOuM  you  paint  the  charming  fair, 
Form'd  to  foothe  my  rifmg  care  ; 
Let  her  perfon  graceful  be  ;      ■ 
She's  the  only  girl  for  me. 

Let  her  features  all  ejcprefs 
Beauty,  love  and  tcndernefs  ; 
Let  her  face  and  mind  agree  : 
She's  the  only  girl  for  me. 

She  whole  radiant  eyes  impart 
Comfort  to  the  captive  heart  ; 
Where  we  pow'r  and  pity  fee  i 
She's  the  only  girl  for  me. 

Silken  fmiles,  and  dimpl'd  fleck, 
Tinclnrc  on  her  blooming  cheek  ; 
Let  all  art  a  flranger  be  : 
She's  the  only  girl  for  me. 

In  whofe  lovely  form  we  find 

All  that's  courteous,  all  that's  kind  j 

Trom  aíTetfled  vapours  free: 

She's  the  only  girl  for  me.  1^ 


(     7     ) 

If  on  earth  a  nymph  there  dwell 
Who  doth  thus  her  fex  excel, 
W.ife  and  viruous,  fair  and  free, 
Bri^hteil  Bella,  thou  art  (he. 


FOR  the  lack  of  gold  íhe's  left  me, 
And  of  all  that's  dear  bereft  me  : 
She's  me  forfook  for  a,  great  duke, 

And  to  endlefs  woe  ihc's  left  me. 
A  ibr  and  garter  have  more  art. 

Than  youth,  a  true  and  faithful  heart  ; 
For  empty  titles  wc  muft  part. 

And  for  glittering  íhow  íhe's  left  me. 

No  cruel  fair  ihall  e'er  more  move 

My  injur'd  heart  again  to  love  ; 
Through  diilant  climates  I  muft  rove, 

Since  Jeany  flie  has  left  me. 
Ye  pow'rs  above,  I  to  your  care 

Give  up  my  charmin-g  lovely  fair  ; 
Your  choiceft  blcifings  be  her  ihare, 

Tho'  ihe's  for  ever  left  me. 


SUSANNA. 

A  SK  if  yon  damask  rofe  be  fweet, 
J  JL  That  fcents  the  ambient  air  ; 
Then  ask  each  Ihepherd  that  you  meet, 

If  dear  Sufanna's  fair. 
Say,  will  the  vulture  leave  his  prey, 

And  warble  through  the  grove  ; 
Bid  wanton  linnets  quit  their  fpray, 

Then  doubt  thy  ihephcrd^s  lo\^. 


7U 


(  8  ) 
The  fpoils  of  war  let  heroes  (hare, 

Let  pride  in  fplendor  ihine  ; 
Ye  bards,  unenvy'd  laurels  wear, 

Be  fair  Sufanna  mine. 


MIRA. 

^Xl^'lEN  Mira  arm'd  with  f-owns  her  brow, 

"^       In  fpite  of  love,  in  reafoii's  fpite, 
Pride  fteel'd  my  heart,  I  fcorn'd  to  bow, 

But  now  her  itniles  unman  me  quite. 
Give  me  again  thofe  cloudy  skies, 

That  icreen'd  me  from  the  piercing  ray: 
Veil,  Mira,  thofe  bewitching  eyes 

That  ileal  my  ioul  and   fenfe  away. 


SOFT  invader  of  ray  foul, 
Love,  v<.,ho  can  thy  pow'r  controul  ! 

.  A\\  xh\x  haunt  earth,  air  and  fea, 
Own  thy  ibrce,  and  bow  to  thee  j 

Aii  the  ciear  inchantinf^  day, 
Cf'ii  ii:.--ls  my  heart  away  ; 
Ah  the  ^ed;ou3   lo;. eiy  ni-lir, 
C;  '/   ■    "     :  befljie  my  <i;-;hr. 

'■'.oppy  were   t'.ic  i\'ain, 
V'        .r  :,  '  •■  ficlî  :.    '!Í/:c  I'l'iain  ; 
C-   _r_i.;-  h:    ,-■■.:       K  p:..ve, 
Blcit  enough  in  Cclia's  love. 

:^i:>,:m.  rcn'rou?,  h-ce  iVon)  art, 
\  r.s  within  her  heart  j 

3u.-.^>.v    ...d  truth  combin'd. 
Suit  iier  perfon  to  her  mind. 

All 
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All  that  temptingly  beguiles. 
Sparkling  eyes,  and  dimpling  fmiks  ; 
Every  charm,  and  every  grace» 
Shine  in  Celiacs  beauteous  face. 

Open,  generous»  éc^ 


Sportive  Zephyrs,  gently  blowing. 
Spreading  odours  thro*  the  air  j 
Blooming  life  on  groves  beftowiiig. 

To  Vauxhall  my  Celia  bear, 
rlora  can't  more  fweetly  blefs  me, 

When  playing,  ftrewing  round  her  charms  j 
Than  when  Celiacs  fmiles  addrefs  mc, 
Sighing,  dying  in  her  arms. 
Sportive  Zephyrs,  ere. 


WHAT  lives  are  (b  happy  as  thofe  of  the  fair. 
Who  Îèldomone  moment  from  pleafure  can  fpare  ; 
And  leave  to  their  husbands  reâeâion  and  care  \ 
Such,  fuch  is  the  life  of  a  Belle. 

All  morning,  while  others  are  up  and  cmploy'd. 
She's  dreaming  of  pieafures  laft  night  Ihe  cnjoy'd  ; 
While  Betty  for  orders  attends  by  her  fide. 
Such,  fuch,  é^c. 

She  rifesat  noon,  andjuft  flips  on  her  gown. 
Calls  a  chair  to  the  door,  and  away  round  the  town, 
And  juft  about  two  in  the  park  is  fet  down. 
Such,  fuch,  éc* 

Then  trips  up  the  mall,  and  loon  joins  %vith  the  reft. 
Of  eacii  aukward  creature  (he  meets  makes  a  jeft  ; 
Kills  two  or  three  beaux,  and  tway  to  be  dreft. 

Such,  fuch,  àc* 

Heï 
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Her  dinner  and  dreifing  employ  her  till  eve  ; 
Some  troublefome  tradefman  to  fee  her  begs  leave  j 
But  the  coach  at  the  door  ibon  procures  a  reprive. 
Such,  fuch,  ó'C. 

She  ieldom  attends  either  high  church  or  low, 
But  never  is  abfent  where  other  Belles  go  j 
Nor  fcruplts  to  pray,  if  the  f&ihioa  bê  fo» 
Such,  fuch,  éc- 

AU  evening  íhe  viíits,  drinks  tea,  plays  her  fan, 
Colíeíls  îril  the  news  and  chit  chat  that  fhe  can; 
And  wonders  her  fex  can  be  fond  of  a  man. 
Such,  fuch,  éc. 

The  plays,  balls  and  operas,  at  night  íhe  attends, 
And  íbmeíimes  quadrille,  -with  a  few  female  friends  j 
And  fometiraes  in  fecret;  but  here  my  íbngends. 
Such,  fuch  is  the  life  of  a  Belle. 


IN  vain.  Philander,  at  my  feet 
You  urge  your  guilty  flame  j 
With  well  diifembled  tears  entreat. 
New  oaths  and  impious  vows  repeat. 
And  wrong  love's  facred  name. 

Ah  !  ceaÎè  to  call  that  paifion  love, 

Whofe  end  is  to  betray  : 
ShouM  I  comply,  too  foon  you*d  prove 
What  fenfual  views  your  ardour  move. 

And  your  aíFedions  fway. 

And  when,  to  all  my  fondnefs  blind. 

You'd  chace  me  from  your  breaft  ; 
Deluded  wretch,  where  couM  I  find 
That  calm  content,  and  peace  of  mind, 
Which  I  before  poíTeíl? 


(  "  ) 

ADIEU,  ye  fireams,  that  fmoothly  flow; 
Ye  vernal  airs,  that  foftly  blow  ; 
Ye  plains,  by  blooming  fpring  array'd  ; 
Ye  birds,  that  warble  thro'  the  glade, 
Ye  birds,  àc. 

Unhurt  from  you,  my  foul  could  fly. 
Nor  drop  one  teatr,  nor  heave  one  figh  ; 
But,  forc'd  from  Celia's  iiniles  to  part, 
All  joy  deferts  my  drooping  heart, 
All  joy,  éc. 

O!  fairer  than  the  rofy  morn, 
When  flow'rs  the  dewy  field  adorn  ; 
Unfully'd  as  the  genial  ray, 
That  warms  the  gentle  breeze  of  May, 
That  warms,  éic. 

Thy  charms  divinely  fweet  appear, 
And  add  new  fplendor  to  the  year  ; 
Improve  the  day  with  freih  delight. 
And  gild  with  joy  the  dreary  night, 
And  gild,  éc. 


TO  gain  my  gentle  JeHy 
What  labour  would  feem  hard  ? 
Each  toilfome  task  how  eafy  ? 
Her  love  the  fweet  reward. 
The  bee,  thus  uncomplaining, 

Efteems  no  toil  fevere  ; 

The  fweet  reward  obtaining 

Of  ijoney  all  the  year. 


(  u  ) 

Polly  mm. 

ATtend,  ye  ever  tuneful  fwains, 
Who  in  perfuailve  lulling  firains, 
Of  Ghloe  fing  or  Phillis: 
Tho'  mean  my  skill,  and  rude  my  Verfe, 
Upbraid  me  not,  while  I  rehearfe 
The  charms  of  Polly  Willis. 

To  beautify  my  artlefs  thought. 
No  ilmile  ihall  here  be  brought 

From  rofes,  pinks  or  lilies  j 
Some  common  beauties  they  may  hit, 
But  fure,  no  fimile  can  fit 

The  charms  of  Polly  Willis. 

A  fimile  to  match  her  hair. 

Her  rifmg  forehead  round  and  fair. 

Above  my  greateft  skill  is. 
How  then,  ye  fwains,  fliall  be  expreil 
The  eycF,  the  lips,  the  heaving  brcaft 

Of  deareft  Polly  Willis  ? 

She's  not  like  Venus  on  the  flood. 
Or  as  fhe  once  in  Ida  ftood  : 

Nor  mortal  Amaryllis. 
Frame  all  that's  beautiful  and  fair, 
Of  pleafmg  form  and  lovly  air, 

And  that  is  Polly  Willis. 

Tho'  time  fliould  wear  her  charms  away, 
(All  beauty  muft  in  time  decay) 

Within  her  power  there  ftill  is 
A  charm  more  lafting  to  fecure, 
Î  mean  the  virt'ous  mind  and  pure 

Of  deareil  Polly  Willis. 


TELL 


(     >3     ) 

TELL  me  no  more,  ye  ilmple  fvvains, 
Of  broken  hearts  and  am'rous  pains, 

'Tis  madnefs  ail  and  foljy  : 
Your  Claras,  and  your  Chloes  too, 
Your  Gelias,  and  the  Lord  knows  who,  > 

Muft  all  fubmit  to  Molly, 
ïn  iifelefs  fong,  and  rugged  verie. 
Shall  ev'ry  fop  the  nymph  reliearie, 

To  whom  his  heart's  afïèiiled. 
Shall  íhop-houfe  girls  in  numbers  ihine, 
And  draw  admiring  fools  to  dinç, 

And  Molly  be  negleéted  ?  ^' 
No,  truft  me,  while  this  head  of  mine. 
Can  furniih  out  a  fingle  line  ; 

Or  but  a  verfe  indite  ; 
While  any  figns  of  life  remain, 
Or  this  right  hand  cm  guide  a  pen, 

In  Molly's  praife  I'll  write. 
I  fcorn  to  fmg  my  Molly's  praife. 
In  all  the  mean  and  vulgar  lays, 

Compos'd  for  other  laifes: 
No  fayings  of  the  greateil:  wit, 
Nor  fimilies  the  nymph  can  fit, 

Who  ail  the  world  furpaíTes  ? 
When  Molly  fits  with  graceful  air, 
Amidft  the  circles  of  the  fair.; 

She  feems  to  my  pleas'd  fancy: 

Like what  !  like-  Molly,  when  between 

The  fair  fhe  fits  with  graceful  mien  i 

By  heav'n,  that's  all  you  can  fay. 

Tune,  Blow,  Mow,  Bic.  in  Imitation  of  Shakespear. 

BLOW,  blow,  thou  fummer's  breeze, 
O  !   gently  fan  the  trees .; 
Thrit  form  von  fragrant  bower  ; 
\-0L.  IL     '  B  When 


(     14     ) 
Where  Anna,  lovelieii  maid. 
On  nature's  carpet  laid, 
Enjoys  the  evening  hour. 

Hence,  hence,  ye  obje(ils  foul, 
The  beetle,  bat  and  owl, 

The  hagworra,  newt  and  toad  ; 
But  fairy  elves  unfeen 
May  gambol  o'er  the  green, 

And  circle  her  abode. 

Shed,  ihed  thy  fweeteft  beams, 
In  party  colour'd  ilreams, 

Thou  fount  of  heat  and  light  î 
No,  no,  withdraw  thy  ray. 
Her  eyes  diffufe  a  day, 

As  kind,  as  warm,  as  bright. 

Breathe,  breathe  thy  incenfe,  May, 
Ye  flowers  your  homage  pay 

To  one  more  fair  and  fwect  : 
Ye  op'ning  rofe  buds  ihade 
With  fragrance,  twine  her  head  ; 

Ye  lillies,  kifs  her  feet. 

Flow,  flow,  thou  chryfl:al  rill. 
With  tinkling  gurgles  fill 

The  mazes  of  the  grove  : 
And  fliouM  thy  murm'ring  ftream 
invite  my  love  to  dream, 

O  !  may  fiie  dream  of  love. 

Sing,  fmg,  ye  feather'd  choir. 
And  melt  to  fond  deiire 

Her  too  obdurate  breaft  : 
Then,  in  that  tender  hour, 
I'll  fteal  into  the  bow'r 

AiiJ  teach  her  to  be  bleil.  Tune 


(   ly  ) 

Turre,  Happy  hours  all  hours  i^x  ceiling. 

WHEN  Aurora  gilds  the  morning 
With  a  fwect  delightful  ray. 
Blooming  flowers  the  fields  adorning. 

In  the  cliarming  month  of  May  : 
Then  how  pleaíánt  and  contented, 

Lives  the  lowly  country  clown 
In  the  valley,  unfrequented, 

By  the  knaves  who  crowd  to  town» 
With  the  early  lark  awaking, 

He  enjoys  the  chearful  day  ; 
Labour  ev'ryhour  partaking, 

Whiftling  thought  and  care  away. 

Nature  all  his  toil  befriending, 

of  her  treafure  he's  poiTefs'd  ; 
Health  and  peace  his  life  attending 

Is  the  monarch  half  fo  bieill 

Birds  his  lift'ning  ear  enchanting. 

Verdant  hills  and  dales  his  fight  ; 
Nothing  to  his  fenie  is  wanting. 

Which  can  give  him  true  delight» 

Love  with  innocence  combining. 

His  unfettl'd  heart  alarms  ; 
Like  the  flowers  in  garlands  twining,, 

Sweetly  various  in  its  charms. 

Happy  clown,  who  thus  poíTeíTcs» 

Pleafure  unalloyM  with  ftrifc  i 
Wifdom  nothing  more  careiTes 

Than  the  humble  vale  of  life^. 

Knaves  deliglit  in  riches    gaining'. 

Grandeur  is  by  fools  admir'd  ; 
All  that  wife  men  wifh  obtaining-,. 

Is  to  live  and  die  retir'd.  Tune, 
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Tune,  When  Fanny  hloomhigfair. 

WHAT  though  thy  face  may  vie 
With  roies  red  and  white. 
And  in  thy  fmiling  eye 

The  little  loves  dehght  : 
Vain  would  thofe  bcainies  prove,. 

Long  to  prefer ve  my  beait  j 
How  weak  the  chains  of  love  -   ' 

Which  fancy  may  difpart. 

To  eye  the  blooming  morn. 

Sometimes  we  take  delight^ 
Sometimes  her  biuflies  icorn^ 

And  wifh  the  fable  night. 
Some  brown  girl  I  may  view. 

With  looks  of  glofTy  jet, 
And  thy  fair  rofy  hue, 

For  her  new  charms,  forget. 

But  where  (hall  ere  Î  find 

A  gentle  foul  like  thine  î 
An  eafy  ch earful  mind, 

Still  fond  t'  enliven  mine  ? 
Ko, while  the  bee  (hall  drink 

The  vi'lets  balmy  dew  j 
My  conftant  heart'  can  think 

No  nymph  fo  fweet  as  you. 


On  Mifs  P— Y  F- — r's  leaving  the  Country. 
Tune,  Old  carl  jhall  ne'e^'  danton  me, 

AH!  Celia's  gone,  ah  !   Celia's  gone, 
Alas  !  my  charming  Celia's'gone  ; 
The  groves  all  over  now  appear 
A  lonely  defart  all  the  year.  The 
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Tíie  groves,  once  Eden  for  deliglïT^ 
Can  pleaje  no  more,  no  more  invite» 
Ah  me  !  the  lovely  nymph  now  gone,. 
I  figh,  difconfoJate,  a!one  ; 
Shall  worthiefs  life  my  care  employ,. 
In  abfence  of  my  only  joy  ? 
Ah,  weary  me  !  what  ihail  I  do, 
When  Ceiia  is  no  more  in  view? 
Ye  heav'nly  powers,  propitious  ihine 
On  Celia,  like  yourfeives  divine. 
Redore  her  to  my  wonted  arms, 
With  all  her  beauties,  all  her  charms  t 
Then  laliing  grathude  iliall  raife 
A  thoufand  altars  to  your  praife. 

MY  roving  heart  has  oft  with  piiJe 
diíTolv'd  love's  filken  chain  j 
liie  wanton  deity  defy'd. 

And  fcorn'd  his  iharpert  pain. 
And  fcorn'd,  ùc- 

But  from  Thee  found,  refiillefs  ílren.n^ 

Such-  cha,rms,  as  mult  controul, 
In  thee  the  faireft  features  beam, 

The  nobleft  brighteft  fouL 
The  nobicft,  àc. 

PkàsM  in  thy  converís  ail  the  day. 

Life's  fand  unheeded  runs  ; 
With  thee  I'lihail  the  rifmg  ray, 

And  talk  down  fmnmer*s  funs  : 

And  talk,  éc. 
Our  loves  congenial,  ilillthe  fame, 

Witli  equal  force  fiiall  fkine  ; 
No-  cIoyM  defires  can  damp  the  ííame^ 

Which  fiiendihip  will  refine* 

Which  friendíhip^  6s.  '  IF 


(     i8    ) 

IF  you  my  wancî'ring  heart  wou'd  iinJsr 
That  heart,  you  fay,  is  like  the  w'mâ 
That  varies  here,  that  wanders  there  ; 
To  evVy  nymph  that's  kind  and  fair  î 
I  fay,  if  then,  this  heart  you'd  find, 
Turn  to  your  own  unfettl'd  mind  : 
If  e're  it  wanders,  'tis  to  be 
In  wand'ring  conftantly  with  thee. 
How  can  it  fettle,  wher2  you  fly, 
And  fhun  this  faithful  votary  ? 
It  oft  a  nymph  that's  fair  doth  find, 
But  never  yet  the  nymph  that's  kind. 
If  you  wou'd  fix  this  wand'ring  heart, 
Join  it  with  yours,  'twill  ne'er  depart 
But  in  the  pangs  of  death  will  prove. 
It  wander'd  but  to  fix  your  love. 


T/?e  Proteflation. 

HARSH  command  !    what,  ceafe  to  love  you  I 
Firft  ihall  planets  quit  their  fpbere, 
EVe  I  value  ought  above  thee, 
Or  think  v/oraan  half  fo  dear. 

Firft,   the  trees  ihall  ceafe  to  bloiîôm. 

And  the  birds  forget  to  fing  ; 
Peath  ihall  tear  thee  fiom  my  boibm, 

And  with  thee  each  earthly  thing. 


9^~r^lS  not  on  Chloe's  heav*n!y  hce, 
jii.  My  ever  confiant  love  I  place, 
î^or  on  her  fpaikling  eyes  : 

For 
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For  beauty,  like  the  new  blown  flowV 
Lives  but  the  glory  of  an  hour, 

And  then  for  ever  dies. 
Far  greater  fweets  then  Flora  yiekis 
In  May,  to  deck  the  fiowVy  fields. 

In  Chloe  now  appear. 
Her  wit  and  fenfe  enchant  mankind. 
And  all  the  graces  of  her  mind 

Are  blooming  through  the  year. 

When  on  her  cheek  the  rofe  will  fade. 
Which  now  adorns  the  lovely  maid. 

And  beauty's  prime  is  o'er» 
The  fwains  iliall  fee  with  raviih'd  eyes. 
That  Chloe  wrinkling  age  defies. 

And  charms  when  youth's  no  more. 

For  envi'us  time,  who  has  the  pow'r. 
Her  tranfient  graces  to  devour, 

Her  mind's  bright  charms  difplay,. 
And  as  the  hours  of  life  decline, 
She  like  the  fetting  fun  will  iliine, 

With  mild,  yet  fweeter  ray. 


Tune,  0/)\  the  charming  Monih  of  May, 

OH  !  how  rapt'rous  'tis  to  dream 
Near  the  gently  purling  flream. 
Oh  !  how  charms  the  whifp'ring  breeze, 
Waving  through  the  leafy  trees  : 
How  delights  the  milk  white  dove. 
Fondly  billing  with  her  love. 
Qiiite  delicious  'tis  to  fee, 
In  the  hive  the  honey-bee. 


ChT 
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Ofer  îiow  í\veet  the  flow'rs  of  May,, 
Ana  the  breath  of  newniade  hay. 
Oh!  how  pleafant  is  the  fpring, 
"When  tl:ie  feather'd  warblers  iing. 
Oh  !  the  bjifs,  the  iheep  to  view, 
And  the  little  lambkins  too  : 
But  fweeter  ftiM  to  tune  my  lajis, 
In  divine  Florelia'spraife. 


Tune,.  Black  e/d  Sufam 

THE  fun  now  iength'ned  ey'ry  fiiade^ 
When  Strephon  to  fair  Celia  came,. 
Much  much  he  lov'd  the  beauteous  maid. 

And  ihe  too  felt  an  equal  flame  ; 
But  fate,  alas,  the  nuptial  bîifs  deny'd, 
He  kifs'd  her  cheek,  and  thus  with  paifioa  cry  M  s: 

How  eafy  do  the  numbers  move, 

That  fing  of  thee,  fupremely  fair, 
Thou  haft  tun'd  all  my  foul  to  love, 

And  breath'd  uncommon  rapture  there  1 
Oh,  let  me  on  thy  breaft  my  head  recline. 
There  iîgh,  and  wiih  the  lovely  Celia  mlnf  ^ 

Gay,  blooming,  as  the  fummer's  roie, 

Freih  as  the  morn  at  early  dawn» 
Soft  as  the  fofi-eft  down  that  grows 

Beneath  the  pinion  of  the  fwan. 
Oh,  let  me,  &c. 

Mild  as  the  ihow'rs  that  glad  tlie  fpring» 

Pure  as  the  dove,  without  a  fault, 
Sprightly,  as  linnets  when  they  fing, 

Alt  innocent,  as  angels  thought» 


Tune,. 
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Tune,  Happy  Dick. 

HOW  comes  it,  neiglibour  Dick, 
Juft  when  your  age  is  winter. 
You  needs  muft  try  a  trick. 
And  on  a  young  one  venture? 

Silly  Dick. 

Do'ft  think  that  youth  can  warm 

That  frozen  trunk  of  thine,  man, 
Or  thy  gray  hairs  can  charm 

A  virgin  in  her  prime,  man? 

Silly  Dick. 
Or  that  you  can  prevent 

With  your  cough-broken  kiiîes, 
The  wrong'd  and  fiiifering  faint 

To  fend  to  heav'n  her  wiihes  ? 

Silly  Dick. 
Think  e*er  you  turn  a  cliild. 

If  yet  your  head's  not  addle, 
The  nurfe  you  have  beguil'd 

To  rock  you  in  a  craddie. 

Silly  Dick. 
How  will  her  maiden  bloom, 

Become  fo  odd  an  adion  ; 
To  wait  you  in  your  room, 

And  ferve  you  withdecoilion? 

Silly  Dick. 

Or  when  the  cough  is  clear'd. 

To  tend  you  with  a  towel  v 
And  wipe  the  chops  beimear'd 

Of  her  old  doating  jewel/ 


If  you  muft  have  an  heir, 
And  for  her  fake  had  rather 


Silly  DIckc 


Thai 
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Tliat  (lie  the  lad  ihoulJ  bear, 
Then  Igt  her  cliufe  the  father. 

Silly  I>ick, 
For  granting,  you  llîould  do 

A  marvel  when  ye  marry, 
The  wrinkles  on  your  brow 

WouM  make  your  fpoufe  mifcariy. 

Silly  Dick. 
'Tis  waggiih  love  betrays 

To  frolick  thîis  and  caper  ; 
So  like  the  midnight  maze, 
Of  a  fepulchre  vapour'. 

Silly  Dick. 
'  — -'  ■        ■  ■  «  I— la— — 

NOT  Geiia,  that  I'm  more  fmcere, 
Or  am  lefs  apt  to  rove  i 
Do  I  a  heart  fo  faithful  bear, 

fo  confiant  in  jts  love. 
In  faith,  my  Celia,  like  the  reiî. 

From  fair  to  fair  I'd  range  i 
But  that  'tis  more  my  intérêt 
Still  to  love  one  than  change. 

All  charms,  which  others  recomraeni» 

In  thee  alone  I  find  : 
Beauty  and  temper  kindly  blend 

The  handfomc  and  the  kind. 

Then  why  fhould  I  unconftant  prove. 

Why  other  nymphs  purfue-. 
When  here  I  have  all  I  can  love  .^ 

'Tis  pirudence  to  be  true. 

SWEET  tyrant,  love,  oh  !  hear  me  now. 
And  help  to   eafe  a  love-fick  heart  ; 
Or  rather  aid  my  trembling  vow.. 

And  teach  rae  to  reveal  my  fmart*  T4^ 
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Tell  her  whofe  goodnefs  is  my  bane, 

Whofe  looks  have  fmil'd  my  peace  away; 

Oh  !  whifper  how  flie  gives  me  pain. 
While  undefigning  frank  and  gay. 

'Tis  not  for  common  charms  I  figh. 
Nor  what  the  vulgar  beauty  call  ; 

'Tis  not  her  cheek,  her  lip,  her  eye,' 
But  'tis  the  foul  that  lights  them  ail. 

For  that  I  drop  the  tender  tear. 
For  that  I  make  the  artlefs  moan  ; 

Oh  !  whiiper  love  into  her  ear, 

And  make  the  bafliful  lover  known. 


DTD  Fanny  ask  me  too,  unkind. 
What  joy  with  her  my  heart  could  find  ? 
Ah  !  am  I  then  to  thee  unknown  ? 
•Or  why  with  coy  and  cold  dildain, 
Thus  cruel,  thus  infult  ray  pain, 
Who  die  for  you  alone  ? 

Time  was,  ah  !  now,  no  longer  mine. 
When  the  gay  friend,  the  joys  of  wine, 

A  ihady  grove,  or  rural  fcene, 
Could  tune  my  youthful  foul  to  iîng. 
And  ail  my  'hours  with  pleafure  wing  : 

Heav'ns  !  what  a  change  has  been  t 

Since  firfl:  I  law  thoie  eyes  of  thine, 
Isfor  the  gay  friend,  nor  joys  of  wine, 

Nor  rural  fcene,  nor  fiiady  grove, 
Can  bid  my  melancholy  ceaie. 
Tune  me  to  iing,  or  Iboth  to  peace, 

for  liowp  alas  !  I  love. 
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ï  wander  like  the  ftnitten  fawn, 
Thee  abfent,  find  of  day  no  dawn  ; 

'Tis  night  around  me,  dark  and  deep  % 
Ah  !   nymph,  this  heart  is  full  of  thee, 
Wit  nefs,  alas  1  thefe  eyes  for  me, 

Thefe  eyes  you  teach  to  weep. 

Oh  !  come  and  bring  thy  joys, along. 
For  thee,  my  love,  I'll  tune  the  fong, 

T1k)u  bind  thy  poet's  brows  with  greetti 
And  iiTiile  while  ye  my  temples  crown. 
My  mind  grows  darkn'd  at  your  frown, 

And  at  your  fmile  ferene. 


Anfwer  to  Stella  and  Flavia. 

S  Telia  and  Flavia  pleafe  no  more, 
No  more  ou»"  hearts  furprife  ; 
In  Trelia's  foul  lyes  Stella's  pow'r, 
And  Flavia's  in  her  eyes. 

Now  bounded  Flavia's  conqueils  are 
And  Stella's  more  conlin'd  : 

All  muft  admire  a  face  ib  fair. 
And  all  fo  fair  a  mind. 

l.ike  eaftern  fway  was  Flavia's  reign, 
Like  George's,  Stella's  power  : 

But  ail  commanding  Jove  muft  deign, 
This  compound  to  adore. 

Then  ceafe  fair  Treiia,  ceafe  thy  care 
For  beauty's  fécond  ftore  ; 

The  lefs  thy  charms  of  face  appear. 
Thy  charms  of  mind  the  more. 


'4^jfivfP 


Jnothaf  An/mer  to  Stella  and  Flavlci. 

S  Telia's  bright  foul  may  charm  each  hour, 
And  fo  may  Flavia's  eyes  ; 
But  how  refiillefs  is  her  power 
Who  does  with  both  furprife  ? 

Fair  Emma's  bright  expreiïîve  eye?. 

Her  brighter  foul  declare  ; 
And  whilff  they  fpeak  her  wond'rous  wiic| 

We  foe  her  wond'rous  fair. 
Wbilft  Flavia  over  barren  lands. 

Like  Eaftern  tyrant  reigns  ; 
Like  Britain's  monarch  Emma  Hands, 

The  pride  of  lands  and  plains. 
î'^Îeas'd,  we  behold  a  beauteous  face  ; 

But  far  more  joy  we  find, 
When  in  each  heav'nly  look  we  trace 

A  far  more  heav'nly  mind. 


Upon  a  Candle,  by  two  Gentlemen* 
Tme,  Lafs  of  Paiie's  MilL 
I,  Gentleman. 

I  M  vain  my  taper  burns, 
And  lends  its  feeble  ray  j 
Until  my  fair  returns. 

How  tedious  is  delay  ? 
When  Stella  is*  away, 

The  fun's  no  longer  bright  i 
Her  prefence  brings  the  day, 
Her  abfence  leaves  the  night. 

2.  Gentleman. 
When  Phebus'  beams  are  gone, 

And  Cynthia's  face  we  view  j 
Vol.  JI.  C  Each 
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Each  mortal  eye  would  mourn, 

Were't  not  for  help  from  yoa; 
Ifor,  aided  by  thy  glance,  , 

I  Mira's  charms  ftill  find  í.oM'íí^  woki  ^Scn- 
Bat  wiih  thee  kick'd  to  France, 

■\|/"kene'er  tlie  fair  feems  kind. 


F 


RICHMOND. 

Tune,  To  you  fair  Lâdias  now  at  Land. 
ROM  o'er  the  park  and  meadows  fine. 


Jufl:  as  the  fun  does  riiè  ; 
To  you,  who,  tili  the  clock  ftrikes  nine, 

Do  ne'er  unclofe  your  eyes  : 
Then  over  fnuif,  and  tea,  and  news. 
Your  fummer  hours  contented  lofe. 

Fa  Ja  la  la,.  ó-íT.  ,,;^ 

^is  fweet  to  tafte  the  morning  air, 

"Where  fawns  around  us  play  ; 
And  drops  of  dew,  as  di'monds  fair. 

Strew  all  the  glittVing  way  : 
To  view  the  hill,  the  ilream,  the  trees,  •■  • 

'i'o  hear  the  birds,  and  feel  the  breeze. 

The  crowded  ftreet  is  your  delight,  ft%  tdt  aO 

And  rattling  coach  to  hear  -,  -^    ■•?  f-'iA 

The  watchman's  folemn  voice  by  night 
Is  mufick  to  your  car  : 

You  ask  not  when  the  vi'let  blows. 

Nor  care  you  for  the  op*ning  roíe. 

Here  I,  fecure  from  ftrife  and  care, 
geek,  when  the  evening's  »igh. 

My 
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My  little  room  that's  clean  and  ilraare, 

And  but  one  ftory  high  ; 
where  envy  cannot  find  a  place, 
Kor  mdice  ihow  her  fallow  face. 

Let  itmlij  minds,  of  wealth  polTefs'áj 

To  Mammon  altars  raife  ; 
Ambition  be  with  power  blefs'd, 

And  vanity  with  praife  : 
But  fortune  is  a  fickle  dame, 
And  double  tongu'd,  alas,  is  fame. 

Give  me  hard  penury  tochaee 
From  haunting  of  my  door  ; 

And  let  a  chearfui  temper  grace 
My  fmall,  but  honeft  ftore  : 

To  this,  and  all  my  wiihes  end, 

The  ufeful  book,  the  faithful  friend. 


THE  DESPAIRING  LOVER. 

Tune,  Alha-houfe, 

AS  a  clear  filent  ftream  crept  pen  five  along. 
And  the  winds  muraiur'd,  folemn,  the  wlllowt 
among  ; 
On  the  green  turf,  complaining,  a  fwain  lay  reclin'd, 
And  wept  to  the  river,  and  figh'd  to  the  wind. 

In  vain,  cry*d  he,  nature"  has  waken*d  the  fpring. 
In  vain  bloom  the  violets,  the  nightingales  fing  ; 
To  a  heart  full  of  forrows,.  no  beauties  appear. 
Each  Zephyr's  a  figh„  and  each  dew  drop's  a  teai. 

In  vain,  my  Zelindahas  graces  to  move 
The  faireft  to  envy,  thé  wilèâ  to  love. 

C2  Her 


Her'prefence  no  longer  gives  joy  to  my  çye'f::->^:A  t v-n; 
And  without  her  to  live,  is  more  pain  thtin  to  die, 
Ó  I  that  iîumber  its  pinions  would  over  me  fpread^ 
And  paint  but  her  image  in  dreams  in  her  Head  : 
The  beautilul  vifion  wouW  Ipften  my  pain, 
J^ut.fleep's  a  relief  I  ibiicit Jin  vain.  , 

The  wretcli  that,  like  me,  is  heart-wounded  ^vith  care, 
Is  deluded  withhopj,  and  undone  by  defpair; 
His  pangs,  ever  waking,  deny  him  repofe  ; 
And  the  moments  but  vary,  to  vary  his  woes. 


WHERE  have  you  been,  my  lovely  failor  bold. 
Why  will  you  leave  me  here  for  the  fake  of. 
curfed  gold  ; 
What  tho'  my  father  he  is  crofs,  my  mother  ihe  is  kind} 
Therefore,my  father's  croííneis,  dear  Jonny,  never  mind. 

Aias  !  my  deareft  Nanny  with  joy  T  do  receive, 
Btit  your  father's  croiTneft  indeed  did  make  me  grieve  t 
But  iince  your  mother's  kind,  your  fatlier  I  don't  fear, 
So  pray  now  go  and  fetch  her,  ilie'll  joy  to  fee  me  here. 

You  are  the  only  girl,  dear  Kanny,  I  adore, 
But  long  I  cannot  ilay,  I  foon  muft  quit  the  ihorc, 
Thefe'  words,  my  dearefl:  Jonny,  do  cut  me  to  the  hearty 
To  think  that  you  are  going,  fo  foon  I  cannot  part. 

Why  will  you  fail  the  ieas  where  ftormy  winds  do  blow. 
When  you  may  ftay  at  home,  love,  in  fafety  you  do  know  í 
W^hy  w.ill  you  fail  the  feas,  where  ilormy  winds  they  be, 
WHien  you  may  ftay  at  home,  in  fafety,  love,  with  me  ? 
He  faid,   I'm  now  a  fervant  unto  the  king,  you  know. 
And,  when  that  he  commands  me,  I'm  forced  for  to  go  ; 
Tlierefore,  my  deareft  Nanny,  be  not  caft  down  or  fad, 
Tor,:  pf  all  other  callings,  a  faiior's  the  beft  lad. 

She 
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Sîïe  faid  I  love  a  failor,  they  liave  the  beiî  of  heart?r 
They  keep  us  from  our  enemies,  and  fail  to  foreign  parts  % 
They  bring  us  wealth  from  India,  for  tainaeafe  our  ftore-. 
And  were  it  not  for  faiicrs,  the  knd  would  he  but  poor. 

But  yet,  my  deareil  Jonny,  fo  foon  I  cannot  part  ; 
To  think  that  you  arc  going,  it  cuts  me  to  tlie  licart  t 
He  faid,  fmee  I  muil  go,  diear  up  my  Nancy  dear, 
m  rifle  ali  the  Indies,  and  bring  you  trcafure  here» 

With  many  pretty  fancies  for  to  enrich  our  ílore^ 
Sufficient  to  maintain  us  together,  love,  on  ihorc  % 
Then  kiifing  of  her  coral  lips,  young  Jonny  tooli  hr;  leave. 
And  Ml  his  deareil  Nanny  his  ab'ciice  for  to  grieve. 


The  P erf eâ ions  of  true  Lov&^ 

THERE  liv'd,  long  ago,  in  a  coun-try  place,. 
A  clever  young  lad  who  lov'd  a  young  lafs; 
She  lov'd  him  again,  and,  oh  !  wonder  to  hear. 
Ko  offers  could  move  her,  ihe  lov'd  him  ib  dear» 
No  offers,  é'c» 

The  lord  of  the  manour  took  it  in  his  head,^ 
To  tempt  her  to  leave  him,  and  come  to  his  bed  j 
He  offer'd  her  jewels,  and  baubles,  and  rings  i 
But  Ihe  flighted  his  offers,  refus'd  his  gay  tilings,. 
He  told  her,  he'd  make  her  as  fino  as  a  queen-. 
Her  gown  fliould  be  iilk,  and  her  cap  colbertcen  ^ 
But  flie  faid,  linfey-woolfey  and  bone-lace  wou'd  ferve^ 
And  rather  than  pleafe  him,  flie'd  veniure  la  ftaive.. 
He  told  her,  he'd  give  her  a  pad  to  rid  out. 
Or  a  coach,  if  flie  lik'd  it,  to  travel  about  ;. 
She  tliank'd  him,  but  faid,  flie  cou'd  very  well  walk,. 
And  fliou'd  ftie  hav$  a  coach,,  how  the  neighbours  WQu-'i 
talk,  G  3  lis 
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He  faid,  for  the  neighbours,  he'd  make  it  his  care, 
That  not  even  the  parfon  on  Sundays  ihould  dare 
To  cenfure  her  condu(ft,  or  oifer  to  bJamc 
Her  manner  of  living,  or  blafl:  her  good  name. 
She  told  him,  in  fliort,  he  mufl:  e'en  be  content, 
For  jewels  or-gold  iliou'd  ne'er  bribe  her  œnfent  ; 
Her  heart  was  another's,  and  ib  fhou'd  remain, 
And  ihe  fcorn'd  to  be  falfc  for  the  lucre  of  gain. 


the  R  IVALS,  hy  John  Philips» 
Tune,  Sivieei  are  the  charms  of  her  I  love. 

THUS,  while  by  you  the  Britiili  arms 
Triumph,  and  diftant  fame  purfue  5 
The  yielding  fair  refigns  her  charms. 

And  gives  you  leave  to  conquer  too  : 
Her  fnowy  neck,  her  breafl:,  her  eyes. 
And  all  the  nymph  becomes  your  prize. 

What  comely  grace,  wliat  beauty  fmiles. 

Upon  her  lips  what  fweetnefs  dwells  I 
Not  love  himfelf  fo  oft  beguiles, 

Nor  Venus'  felf  fo  much  excels  : 
What  different  fates  our  paifions  ihare. 
While  you  enjoy  and  I  defpair  ? 

JVIaria's  form  as  I  furvey, 

Her  fmiles  a  thoufand  wounds  impart  ; 
Each  feature  fteais  my  foul  away, 

Each  glance  deprives  me  of  my  heart}. 
And  chacing  thence  each  other  fair, 
Leaves  hçr  own  image  only  there. 
Altho'  my  anxious  bread  defpair, 

And,  fighing,  hopes  no  kind  return  5 

tet 
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Yet  for  the  lov'cl  relentlefs  fair, 

By  night  I  wake,  by  day  I  burn  ; 
Kor  can  thy  gifts  foft  ileep  fupply, 
Or  foothe  my  pain,  or  clofe  my  eye. 


WELCOME  fun  and  fouthern  ihow'rs, 
Harbingers  of  birds  and  flovv'rs  -, 
Farewel  balls  and  mafquerades, 
Welcome  grots  and  cooling  fliadcsj 
Blooming  May  approaches  near, 
The  lowing  of  the  herds  we  hear  ; 
The  fat'ning  lambs  around  us  bleat, 
While  daifies  fpring  beneath  our  feet. 

Birds  are  percht  on  every  ipray, 
Warbling  notes  to  praife  the  day  ; 
A  thoufand  herbs  their  fragrance  yield, 
And  cowflips  cover  all  the  field  ; 
Sure  'tis  time  that  now  wc  flee, 
London,  from  thy  fmoak  and  thee  ; 
Welcome  joys  more  pure  and  true. 
Drums  and  routs,  adieu,  adieu. 


7he  Brltifh  Beauties,  by  Lord  Middlefex. 
Tune,  71?  you  fair  Ladies  noia  at  Land* 

TO  toaft  the  fair  of  Britain's  iile, 
In  verfe,  I  here  intend  ; 
But,  if  thefe  fair  refufe  to  fmile, 

My  labour's  at  an  end: 
Tho'  Bacchus  and  the  mufes  join 
To  help  each  thought,,  inlpire  each  line» 
Fa  la  la  la,  ai.  But 
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Kit  Shirley,  fee,  with  matehlefs  gracf^ 
Calls  forth  my  willing  mufe  ; 

And  kindly  fays,  with  fmiiing  face, 
She'Jl  not  her  aid  refufe. 

Drink  then  to  her  whofe  charms  infpire^ 

At  once,  with  awe  and  foft  defire. 

To  Bedford  next,  refiillefs  fair, 

We  put  the  glafs  about  ; 
IVhofe  charms  fo  bright  and  fatal  are. 

That  future  times  will  doubt, 
Which  of  the  two  will  coil  moft  iighs, 
Or  Marlb'rough's  fword,  or  Spencer's  eyes-. 

In  this,  we  health  to  Darcy  fend". 

To  Darcy  young  and  gay  ; 
And  fee  what  croud's  her  ileps  attend, 

Their  homage  due  to  pay  : 
Swiftly  the  bees  on  eager  wing, 
Around,  the  prime  ©fall  the  fpring:» 
Hafte,  drink  to  Bertie's  fparkling  eye»; 

E'er  to  the  bridegroom's  arms 
She  yields  herfelf  a  willing  prize, 

With  all  her  hidden  charms  : 
O  were  thefe  charms  but  giv'n  to  me, 
As  happy  as  a  prince  I'd  be  ! 
Let  Wyndham,  next,  our  wine  infpire^ 

And  raife  each  raviih'd  fenfe  ; 
More  bleft  with  beauty,  than  her  fire 

With  manly  eloquence  : 
For  cou'd  his  tongue  charm  like  her  eyes, 
Even  Walpole's  felf  muft  yield  the  prize. 
So  next  at  William's  ihrine  we  bow, 

By  youthful  beauty  led  ; 
As  wild  as  kids  upon  the  brow 

Of  tkeir  own  mountains  fed  '^ 
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As  wanton  and  as  wild  as  tliey, 
She  too,  like  them,  muft  love  obey* 

Tho'  you,  O  Manfel,  laft  we  toail. 

Be  not  to  us  fevere  j      , 
When  flight,  or  dangers  urge,  the  poiV 

Of  honour's  in  the  rear  ; 
Think  then  what  honour's  giv'n  to  you^ 
tVhen  dreadful  youths  like  us  puirfue. 


Ail  ODE,  hy  Mr.  Prior. 
Tunc,  Black  efdSuJan, 

WHILE  blooming  youth,  and  gay  delight. 
Sit  on  thy  rofy  cheeks  confeft  ; 
Thou  haft,  my  dear,  imdoubted  right 

To  triumph  o'er  this  deftin'd  breaft  X 
My  reafon  bends. to  what  thy  eyes  ordain, 
For  I  was  born  to  love,  and  thou  to  reign. 
But  wou'd  you  meanly  thus  rely 

On  power,  you  know,  I  muft  obey  ; 
Exert  a  legal  tyranny, 

And  do  an  ill,  becaufe  you  may  ? 
Still  muit  I  thee,  as  Atheifts  heav'n  adore, 
]SIot  fee  thy  mercy,  and  but  dread  thy  po  w'r  ? 

Take  heed  ray  dear,  youth  flies  apace. 

As  well  as  Cupid,  time  is  blind  ; 
Soon  muft  thefe  glories  of  thy  face 

The  fate  of  vulgar  beauty  find. 
The  thoufand  loves  that  arm  thy  potency, 
Muft  drop  their  quivers,  flag  their  wings,  and  die.  - 
Then  wilt  thou  iigh,  when  in  each  frown 

A  hateful  wrinkle  more  appears  ; 
And  putting  peeviih  humours  on. 

Seems  but  the  fad  eíTeííl  of  years. 

Kind- 


(    34    ) 

Kîndnefs  itfelf  too  weak  a  charm  will  prove, 
To  raife  the  feeble  fires  of  aged  love. 

Forc'd  compliments,  and  formal  bows, 

Will  fhow  thee  jufl:  above  negleélj 
The  heat,  with  which  thy  lover  glows. 

Will  fettle  into  cold  refped:  ; 
A  talking  dull  Platonic  Ï  flîall  turn, 
Learn  to  be  civil,  when  I  ceafe  to  burn. 

Then  ihun  the  ill,  and  know,  my  dear, 

Kindnefs  and  conftancy  will  prove 
The  only  pillars  fit  to  bear 

So  vaft  a  weight,  as  that  of  love. 
If  thou  canft  wiih  ro  make  my  flame  endure, 
Thine  muft  be  very  fierce,  and  very  pure, 

Hafte,  Celia,  hafte,  while  youth  invites, 

Obey  kind  Cupid's  prefent  voice  ; 
Filiev'ry  fenfe  with  foft  delights, 

And  give  thy  foul  a  loofe  to  jojrs  : 
Let  millions  of  repeated  blelTes  prove, 
That  thou  all  kindiiefs  art,  and  I  all  love. 

Be  mine,  and  only  mine,  take  care 

Thy  looks,  thy  thoughts,  thy  dreams  to  guide 
To  me  alone,  nor  come  fo  far 

As  liking  any  youth  befide  : 
What  men  e'er  court  thee,  fly  them,  and  believe 
They're  ferpents  all,  and  thou  the  tempted  Eve» 

So  fiiall  I  court  thy  dearefl:  truth. 

When  beauty  ceafes  to  engage  í 
So  thinking  on  thy  charming  youth,. 

I'll  love   it  o'er  again  in  3ge. 
So  time  itfelf  our  raptures  ihall  improve, 
While  iliU  we  wake  to  joy,  and  live  to  love.. 


Bf 
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By  Sir  George  Etheridge. 

E  lia^py  fvvaîns,  whofe  hearts  are  free 
From  love's  imperial  chain, 


Take  warniiig,  and  be  tanght  by  me, 
T'avoid  th'  enchanting  pain  : 

Fatal  the  wolves  to  trembling  flocks, 
Fierce  winds  to  bloiToms  prove  ; 

To  carelefs  feamen,  hidden  rocks, 
To  human  quiet,  love. 

Fly  the  fair  fex,  if  blifs  you  prize, 

The  fnake's  beneath  the  flow'r  ; 
Who  ever  gaz'd  on  beauteous  eyes. 

That  tailed  quiet  more  ? 
How  ihort-liv'd  is  the  lover's  joy, 

How  confiant  is  their  care  ; 
The  kind    with  falihood  to  deilroy. 

The  cruel  with  dcfpair  ? 


T/je  hroom  of  Cowdenknovjs, 

HOW  blythe,  ilk  morn,  was  I  to  fee 
The  fwain  come  o'er  the  hill  I 
He  skipt  the  burn,  and  flew  to  me  : 

I  met  him  with  good  will. 
O  the  broom,  the  bonny  bonny  broom, 

The  broom  of  Cowdenknows  ; 
Ï  wiih  I  were  with  my  dear  fwain, 

With  his  pipe  and  my  ews. 
Ï  neither  wanted  ew  nor  lamb, 
While  his  flock  near  me  Jay: 
île  gather'd  in  my  íhecp  at  night. 

And  chear'd  me  a'  the  day, 
O  the  broom,  &c. 

He 
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He  tun*d  his  pipe  and  feed  fae  fweet^ 
The  birds  flood  lift'ning  by  : 

Ev'n  the  dull  cattle  flood  and  gaz'd, 
Charm'd  with  his  melody. 

While  thus  we  fpent  our  time,  by  turjiSj 

Betwixt  our  flocks  and  play  : 
Ï  envy'd  not  the  iairefl  dame, 

Tho'  ne'er  fae  rich  and  gay. 
Hard  fate,  that  I  fliou'd  baniih'd  he. 

Gang  heavily  and  mourn, 
Becaufe  I  lov'd  the  .kindeit  fwain 

That  ever  yet  was  born. 
He  did  oblige  me  ev'ry  hour; 

Cou'd  I  but  faithful  be  ? 
He  fla'  my  heart  ;  cou'd  I  refuíc 

Whate'er  he  ask'd  of  me  ? 
My  doggie,  and  "my  little  kit 

That  held  my  wee  four  whey, 
My  plaidy,  broach,  and  v     oked  ftick^ 

May  now  ly  ufelefs  by. 

Adieu,  ye  Gowdenknows,  adieu, 

Farewel  a'  pleafures  there  ; 
Ye  gods,  reflore  me  to  my  fwain, 

Is  a' 


N  A  N  N  Y.:-0. 

WHILE  feme  for  pleafure  pawn  their  health, 
'Twixt  Lais  and  the  Bagnio, 
I'll  fave  myfel',  and  without  ftealth, 
Kifs  anJ  carefs  my  Nanny — O. 
'^e  bids  mair  fair  t'engage  a  Jove, 

■-  Leda  did,  or  Danae — O. 
'  ,  CI..-  >'  to  paint  the  queen  of  love» 
Xiae  cLie  iliou'd  fit  bat  Nanny— O* 

How 
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How  joyfully  my  fpirits  rife. 
When,  dancing,  fhe  moves  finely — O^ 
J  guefs  what  heav'n  is  by  l\er  eyes, 
Which  fparkle  fo  divinely— O. 
Attend  my  vow,  ye  gods,  while  I 
Breathe  in  the  bleil  Britannia, 
Kone's  happincfs  I  fliall  envy. 
As  long's  ye  grant  me  Nanny — O. 
Chorus. 

My  bonny,  bonny  Nanny— O. 
My  lovely  charming,  Nanny— O. 
Î  care  not  tho'  the  world  know 
How  dearly  I  love  Nanny— O. 


Bj  Mr.  IV  IL  L  IJM  HAMILTON. 

Tune,  The  yslhVnair'i  Laddie. 

YE  fhcpherds  and  nymphs,  that  adorn  the  gay  plain, 
Approach  from  your  fports,  and  attend  to  my  itrainj 
Amongft  all  your  number,  a  lover  ^o  true 
Was  ne'er  fo  undone,  wit4i  fuch  blifs  in  his  view. 

Was  ever  a  nymph  ib  hard-hearted  as  mine  ? 
Slie  knows  me  fincere,  and  flie  fees  how  I  pine  ; 
She  does  not  difdain  me,  nor  frown  in  her  wrath. 
But  calmly  and  mildly  refigns  me  to  death. 

She  calls  me  her  friend,  but  her  lover  denies  : 
She  fmiles  when  I'm  chearful,  but  hears  not  myiighsi» 
A  bofom  fo  flinty;  ib  gentle  an.  air; 
Infpires  me  with  hope;  and  yet  bids  me  defpair  ? 

I  fall  at  her  feet,  and  implore  her  with  tear" . 
Her  anfwer  confounds,  while  her  manner  euw^-iir^  , 


(    38    ) 

When  ioftly  flie  tells  me  to  hope  no  relief, 

My  trembling  lips  blefs  her,    in  fpite  of  my  grief. 

By  night,  while  I  (lumber,  ilill  haunted  with  care, 
I  flart  up  in  anguiih,  and  iigh  for  the  fair  : 
The  fair  ileeps  in  peace,  may  (he  ever  do  fo  I 
And  only  when  dreaming  imagine  my  woe. 

Then  gaze  at  a  diflance,   nor  farther  afpire, 
Nor  think  ilie  iliou'd  love,  whom  Ihe  cannot  admire  ; 
Hufli  all  thy  complaining,  and  dying  her  Have, 
Commend  her  to  heav'n,  and  thyfelf  î;o  the  grave. 


DU  MB  ART  0  N' s  Drums. 

Dumbarton's  drums  beat  bonny—O, 
When  they  mind  me  of  my  dear  Jonny— O, 

How  happy  am  I 

When  my  foldier  is  by, 
While  he  kiifes  and  bleifcs  his  Annie---0  ? 
'Tis  a  foldier  alone  can  delight  me — O, 
For  liis  graceful  looks  do  invite  me — O  : 

While  guarded  in  his  arms, 

I'll  fear  no  wars  alarms, 
Keither  danger  no  death  fliall  e'er  fright  me— Q. 

My  love  is  a  handibme  laddie— O, 
Genteej,  but  ne'er  foppiili  nor  gaudy— O  : 
Tho'  commiiîions  are  dear, 
Yet  I'll  buy  him  one  this  year. 
For  he  fiiall  ferve  no  longer  a  cadie— O. 
A  foldier  has  honour  and  bravery-- O, 
Unacquainted  with  rogues  and  their  knavery — O  : 
He  minds  no  other  thing. 
But  the  ladies  or  the  kingi 
.'  .:     ;•;■  other  eare  is  but  ilavery — O.   . 

Then 
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Tîi<?i;  I'll  be  the  captain's  lady--Q, 
Farewell  all  my  friends  and  my  daddy—Oî 
I'll  wait  no  more  at  home. 
But  I'll  follow  with  the  druni^ 
And  whene'er  that  beats,  I'll  be  ready--  O. 
Dumbarton's  drums  found  bonny->-0, 
They  are  fprighty,  like  my  dear  Jonny-'-O  : 
How  happy  ihall  I  be, 
When  on  my  foldier's  knee, 
And  he  kiiïes  and  bleíícs  his  Annie-  Ô  ? 


I'LL  NEVER  LEAVE  THEE, 

JoNNY. 

TH  O  ''  for  ieven  years  and  maîr,  honour  fiiour'ti 
reave  me, 
To  fields  where  cannons  rair,  thou  needna  grieve  thee;" 
For  deep  in  my  fpirits  thy  fweets  are  indented  ; 
And  love  ihall  preferve  ay  what  love  has  imprinted. 
Leave  thee,  leave  thee,  I'll  never  leave  thee. 
Gang  the  warld  as  it  will,  deareft,  believe  me. 

Nelly. 
O  Jonny,  I'm  jealous  whene'er  ye  difcover 
My  fentiments  yielding,  ye'll  turn  a  loofe  rover; 
And  nought  i'  the  warld  wad  vex  my  Heart  fairer. 
If  you  prove  unconiiant,  and  fancy  ane  fairer. 
Grieve  me,  grieve  me, .  oh  it  wad  grieve  me  1 
A'  the  liing  night  and  day,  if  you  deceive  me. 

J  ON"  NY. 

My  Nelly,    let  never  fic  fancies  opprcfs  ye,  . 
Foi>  wiille  my  blood's  warm,  I'll  kindly  carefs  ye  : 
'-        ■  D  2  Your 
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Your  blooming  faft  beauties  firil:  beeted  lovers  ûvc, 
Your  virtue  and  wit  make  it  ay  flame  the  higher. 
Leave  thee,  leave  thee,  I'll  never  leave  thee. 
Gang  the  warlJ  as  it  will,  deareft,  believe  me. 

Nelly. 
Then,  Jonny,  I  frankly  this  minute  allow  ye, 
To  think  me  your  miilrefs,  for  love  gars  me  trow  ye  ; 
And  gin  you  prove  faufe,  to  ye'r  fell  be  it  laid  then, 
Ye'll  win  but  fma'  honour  to  wrang  a  kind  maiden. 
Reave  me,  reave  me,  heavens  !  it  wad  reave  me 
Of  my  reft,  night  and  day,  if  ye  deceive  me. 

JoNNY. 

Bid  icefhogles  hammer  red  gadds  on  the  ftuddy» 
And  fair  fimmer  mornings  nae  mair  appear  ruddy, 
Bid  Brittons  think  ae  gate,  and  when  they  obey  ye^ 
But  never  till  that  time,   believe  Til  betray  ye. 
Leave  thee,  leave  thee,  I'll  never  leave  thee-. 
The  ftarns  Ihali  gang  witherihins  e'er  I  deceive  thee. 


MY  DEARY  IF  YOU  DIE. 

LOVE  never  more  fhall  give  me  pain, 
My  fancy's  fix'd  on  thee  ; 
>;or  ever  maid  my  heart  ihall  gain, 

My  Peggy,  if  thou  die. 
Thy  beauties  did  fuch  pleafure  give» 

Thy  love's  ib  true  to  me  ; 
Without  thee  I  íhall  never  live. 
My  deary,  if  thou  die. 

3f  fate  ihall  tear  thee  from  my  breail. 

How  ihall  I  lonely  ftray  ? 
In  dreary  dreams,  the  night'  I'll  waíle> 

In  fjghs  the  íijent  day.  Î  ne'eifr 
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í  ne'er  can  Co  much  virtue  lincl^ 

Nor  fucli  perfection  fee  ; 
Then  I'll  renounce  fU?  woman-kind^ 

My  Peggy,  ..after  thee. 

Ko>  new  blown  beauty  fires  my  heart 

^A/ith  Cupid's  raving  rage^ 
But  thine,  which  can  fuch  fweets  impart,., 

Muft  ail  the  world  engage. 
'T was  this,  that,  like  the  Morning  fan. 

Gave  joy  and  life  to  me; 
And  when  its  deftin'd  day  is  done. 

With  Peggy  let  me  die. 

Ye  pow'rs  that  fmile  on  virt'ous  Icve, 

And  in  fuch  pleafare  fliare  ; 
Ye  who  its  faithful  flames  approve. 

With  pity  view  the  fair. 
Reftore  my  Peggy's  wonted  charms, 

Thofe  charms  fo  dear  to  me  ; 
Oh  !  never  rob  them  from  thofe  arms  r 

I'm  loft,  if  Peggy  die. 


Mr  JO  JylNET,^ 

SWEET  Sir,  for  your  courteiie, 
When  ye  come  by  the  Bafs  then> 
For  the  love  ye  bear  to  me, 

Buy  me  a  keeking  glafs  then. 
Keek  into  the  draw  wall, 

Janet  Jo,.  Janet  ]o, 
Arjd  there  ye'U  fee  your  bonny  fell. 
My  Jo  Janet, 

P  3  Keek. 


(    4î    > 

Keeking  in  the  draw-well  clear. 

What  if  I  ihou'd  fa*  in, 
Syne  a'  my  kin  will  fay  and  fwear^ 

I  drown'd  my  fell  for  fm. 
Had  the  better  be  the  brae. 
Had  the  better  be  the  brae. 

Good  fir,  for  your  courtefie, 

Coming  through  Aberdeen  then. 

For  the  love  ye  bear  to  me. 
Buy  me  a  pair  of  fhoon  then. 

Clout  the  auld,  the  new  are  dear, 

Ae  pair  may  gen  ye  haíFa  year. 

But  wliat  if  dancing  on  the  green, 
And  skipping  like  a  mawking; 

If  they  ihou'd  fee  my  clouted  íhoon^ 
Of  me  they  wou'd  be  tauking. 

Dance  ay  laigh,  and  late  at  e'en. 

Syne  a'  their  fauts  will  not  be  feeiî.     < 

Kind  fir,  for  your  courtefie, 
When  ye  gae  to  the  crofs  then, 

Tor  the  love  ye  bear  to  me. 
Buy  me  a  paceing  horfe  theft. 

Pace  upo'  your  fpinning-wheel, 

Pace  upo'  your  fpinning- wheel. 

My  fpinning-wheel  is  auld  and  iîiC 
The  rock  o't  winna  iland,  Sir^ 

To  keep  the  temper-pin  in  tiff, 
Employs  aft  my  hand,  Sir. 

Make  the  beft  o'i  that  ye  can, 

But  like  it  never  Vi  fele  a  man. 


O'EI^ 


(    45     ) 
O'EH  BOGIE. 

I  Will  awa'  wi'  my  love, 
I  will  awa'  wi'  her, 
Tho*  a'  my  kin  had  fworn  and  faid, 

I'll  o'er  Bogie  wi'  her. 
If  I  can  get  but  her  confent, 

I  dinna  care  a  ftrae  ; 
Tho''  ilka  ane  bo  difcontent, 

Awa'  wi'  her  I'll  gac. 
I  will  awa',  8cc. 

For  now  (he's  miftrifs  of  my  heart. 

And  wordy  of  my  hand, 
And  well  I  wat  we  ihanna  part 

For  filler  or  for  land. 
Let  rakes  delyte  to  fwear  and  drkik. 

And  beaux  admire  line  lace, 
But  my  chief  pleafure  is  to  blink 

On  Betty's  bonny  face. 

There  a'  the  beauties  áo  combine, 

Of  colour,  treats  and  air, 
The  faul  that  fparkles  in  her  een 

Makes  her  a  jewel  rare  : 
Her  flowing  wit  gives  fhining  life 

To  a'  her  other  charms  ; 
How  bleft  ril  be,  when  ihe's  my  wife, 

And  lock't  up  in  my  arms  1 

A  kifs  of  Bettjs  and  a  fmiie. 

Albeit  ye  wad  lay  down 
The  right  youhaeto  Britain's  ifle, 

And  offer  me  your  crewn  ; 
Then  biythly  will  I  rant  and  fing, 

While  o'er  her  fweets  I  range, 
I'll 'cry,  your  h  amble  fervant,  King, 

Shamefa'  them  that  wa'd  change.  THE 


B 
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r HE  MILL,  MILL-.:0, 
ENÉATH  a  green  Iliade  I  fand  a  fair  maid. 


Was  ileeping  found  and  ftill— O  ; 
A'  lowan  wi'  love,  ray  fancy  did  rove 

Around  her  with  good  will— O  : 
Her  bofom  I  preft,   but,  funk  in  her  reft, 

8he  ftir'dna  my  joy  to  fpill— O  : 
While  kindly  flie  ilept,  clofe  to  her  I  crcpf^ 

And  kiG'd,  and  kifs'd  her  myfiU-O. 

Oblig'd,  by  command,  in  Flanders  to  land, 

T'  employ  my  courage  and  skill— O, 
Frae  her  quietly  I  flaw,,  hoiil  fails  and  awa*. 

For  the  wind  blew  fair  on  the  bill— O,. 
Twa  years  brought  me  hame,  where  loid  fiuifing  fame 

Tald  me,  with  voice  right  ihrJll-"0, 
My  lais,  like  a  fool,  had  mounted  the  ilooî, 

Nor  kend  wlia"  had  done  her  the  ill — O- 

Mair  fond  of  har  charms,  with  my  fon  inher  arm?^ 

I  ferlying,  fpeer'd  how  ihe  fell— O. 
With  the  tear  in  her  eye,  quoth  ihe,  let  me  die, 

Sweet  Sir,  gin  I  can  tell— O. 
Love  gave  the  command,  I  took  her  b^y  die  hand. 

And  bad  her  all  fears  expel— O, 
And  nae  mair  look  wan,  for  I  was  the  man 

Who  had  done  her  tlie  deed  myfell— Q. 

ÎVÎy  bonny  fweet  lafs,  on  the  gowany  grais» 

Beneath  the  ihilling-hill.-Q, 
If  I  did  oiïènce,  I'fe  make  ye  amends 

Before  I  leave  Peggy*s  mill — O. 
O  the  mill,  mill— O,  and  the  kill,  kill— Q, 

And  the  cogging  of  the  wheel— O  ; 
The  fack  and  the  Ccve,  a'  that  ye  maun  leave, 

And  round  with  â'  folger  reel— O- 


A 
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BjMr.  WILLIAM  HAMILTON. 
Tune,  Gallowfhiels. 
H  !  the  iheperd's  mournful  fate, 


When  doom'd  to  love,  and  doom'd  to  languilli, 
To  bear  the  fcornful  fair  one's  hate, 

Nor  dare  difclofe  his  anguiili. 
Yet  eager  looks,  and  dying  iighs, 

My  fecret  foul  difcover, 
"While  rapture  trembling  thro'  mine  eyes. 

Reveals  how  much  I  love  her. 
The  tender  glance,  the  redning  cheek, 

O'erfpread  with  riiing  bltiilies, 
A  thoufand  various  ways  they  fpeak 

A  thoufand  various  wiihes.   ' 

For  oh  !  that  form  fo  heavenly  fair, 

Thofe  languid  eyes  fo  fweetly  fmiling» 
That  artlefs  blufii,  and  modeft  air, 

So  fatally  beguiling. 
Thy  every  look,  and  every  grace, 

So  charm  whene'er  I  view  thee  ; 
'Till  death  o'er  take  me  in  the  chace. 

Still  will  my  hopes  purfue  thee. 
Then  when  my  tedious  hours  are  paft, 

Be  this  laft  blefling  given, 
Low  at  thy  feet  to  breath  my  laft. 

And  die  in  fight  of  heaven. 


BO  NNY  BESSr. 

Tune,  Be  fie' s  Haggtfi, 

BESSY'S  beauties  íhine  fae  bright, 
Were  her  many  virtues  fewer, 
§he  wad  ever  give  delight, 

And  in  tranJport  make  me  view  her.  Bonny 


,  (     A^     ) 

Bonny  BeiTy,  thee  alane 

Lûve  I,  nacthing  elfe  about  thee  j 
With  thy  comehnefs  I'm  tane, 

And  Janger  cannot  Jive  without  thee, 
BciTy's  bofom's  faft  and  warm. 

Milk  white  fingers  ilili  employ'd-. 
He  who  takes  her  to  his  arm. 

Of  her  fvveets  can  ne'er  be  cloy'd. 
Bly  dear  Befi}%  when  the  rofcs 

Leave  thy  cheek,  as  thou  grows  aulder 
Virtue,  whicl)  thy  mind  difclofes, 

Will  keep  love  frae  growing  caulder. 
Befly's  tocher  is  but  fcanty^ 

Yet  her  face  and  foul  difcovers 
Theiè  enchanting  fwects  in  pL*nty 

Muil  entice  a  thoufand  lovers. 
'Tis  not  money,. -but  a  woman, 

Of  a  temper,  kind  and  eafy,. 
That  gives  happinefs  uncommon. 

Petted  things  can  fiought  but  teeze  ye. 


ADVICE  îotheLJD  IE  S, 

Sung  by  Mifs  Stevenfon,  at  Vau^alL 

FOrgive,  ye  fair,  nor  take  it  wroîig, 
If  aught  too  much  I  do  ; 
Permit  me,  while  I  fing  my  fong, 
'   To  give  a  leiTon  too. 
Let  modefty,  that  heav'n-born  maid. 

Your  words  and  acflions  grace  -, 
'Tis  this,  and  only  this,  can  add 

New  iuftre  to  your  face. 
'Tis  this,  which  paints  the  virgin  cheeks, 

Bcyand  the  power  of  art,  ^^, ^ 


(47) 
And  ev'ry  real  bluih  befpeaks 

The  goodnefs  of  tlie  heart. 
This  index  of  the  virtuous  mind 

Your  lovers  will  adore; 
'Tis  this,  will  leave  a  charm  behind. 

When  bloom  can  charm  no  more. 

InipirM  by  this,  to  idle  men 

With  nice  referve  behave  ; 
And  learn,  by  diilance,  to  maintain. 

The  power  your  beauty  gave. 
For  this,  when  beauty  muft  decay, 

Your  empire  will  protedl; 
The  wanton  pleaies  for  a  day, 

But  ne'er  creates  refpevft. 

With  this,  their  filly  jcfts  reprove, 

When  coxcombs  dare  intrude, 
Nor  think  the  man  is  worth  your  love. 

Who  ventures  to  be  rude. 
Your  charms,  when  cheap,  will  ever  pal]. 

They  fully  with  a  touch, 
And  tlio'  you  mean  to  grant  not  all, 

You  often  grant  too  much. 
But,  patient,  let  each  virtuous  £tir 

Expecl;  the  genVous  youth 
Whom  hcav'n  has  doom'd  her  heart  to  fliare. 

And  blefs'd  with  love  and  truth: 
For  liim  alone,  referve  her  hand. 

And  wait  the  happy  day, 
When  he  with  juftice  can  command. 

And  ihc  with  joy  obey. 


Li  fraife  of  P  0  L  L  T. 
jolly's  charms  are  fo  exteníive, 
That  the  ch earful,  grave  and  penííve. 

Equally 
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Equally  their  pow'r  obey, 
In  a  bed,  or  o'er  a  bottle, 
Full  of  wit,  and  am'rous  prattle. 
Pretty  Polly's  always  gay, 
Pretty  Polly's  always  gay. 


The  RETIREMENT. 

FREE  from  the  tumults  and  the  noife. 
Which  haunt  the  bufy  town. 
Serene  delights,  and  quiet  joys, 
Our  fweet  retirement  crown. 
Whilft  other  maids  are  rack'd  with  care. 

Or  clog'd  with  chains  of  love  ; 
Our  thoughts  are  free,  and  clear  as  air, 
That  fans  the  neighb'ring  grove. 

We  laugh  at  all  the  little  arts 

Of  Venus  and  her  boy, 
Kor  can  that  idle  god  of  hearts 

Our  foft  repofe  deftroy. 
Secure  within  our  cage  we  lye, 

A.nd  pafs  the  hours  away, 
While  birds  and  maids,  that  loofeîy  fly. 

To  men  become  a  prey. 


THE  PRISONERS  SONG. 

A  Starving  life  all  day  we  lead. 
Here  no  comfort's  to  be  found, 
At  night,  we  make  one  common  bed, 
Upon  the  boarded  ground. 

Where 
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Where  fleas  in  troops,  and  bugs  in  ilioaîs. 

Into  our  bofoms  creep, 
/^rv'  death-watch  fpiders  round  the  walls 

D^iiarb  us  in  our  ileep. 
Were  Socrates  al'ivc,  and  bound 

AVith  us  to  lead  his  life, 
'Twould  move  his  patience  far  beyond 

?lis  crabbed  fcolding  wife. 
Hard  lodging,  and  much  harder  fare, 

Would  try  the  wifeft  fage  -; 
Nay,  e'en  would  make  a  parfon  fwear, 

And  carfe  this  fmful  age. 
Thus,  we  infolvent  debtors  Jive  ; 

Yet  we  may  boldly  lay, 
Worie  villains  often  credit  give, 

Than  thofe  that  never  pay. 
For  wealthy  knaves  can  with  appiaufe 

Cheat  on,  and  ne'er  be  try'd: 
But,  in  contempt  of  human  laws, 

In  coaches  fafely  ride. 


LOTH  ARIA. 

VAinly  now  ye  ftrive  to  charm  me. 
All  ye  iw'eets  of  blooming  May  ; 
How  ihould  empty  funOiine  warm,-rae, 

While  Lotharia  keeps  away  ? 
How  ihould  empty  funihine  warm  me, 

While  Lotharia  keeps  away. 
Go  ye  warbling  birds,  go  leave  me  ; 

Shade,  ye  clouds,  the  fmiiing  sky; 
Sweeter  notes  her  voice  can  give  me, 

Softer  funiliine  fills  her  eye. 
Sweeter  notes,  &c. 

YoL.U.  E  BEAUTT 


(    so   ) 

B  EA  Vrr  and  MUS  I C IÙ 

YE  fwains  ■whom  radiant  beauty  movesj 
Or  mufic's  art,  with  founds  divine. 
Think  how  the  rapt'rous  charm  improves. 
When  two  fuch  gifts  celeftial  join. 

Where  Cupid's  bow,  and  Phebus'  lyre. 
In  the  fame  pow'rful  hand  are  found  ; 

Where  lov'Iy  eyes  inflame  deiire, 

While  trembling  notes  are  taught  to  wound. 

Enquire  not  who's  the  matchlefs  fair, 

That  can  this  double  death  beftow  ;  oT- 

3/ young  Harmonia's  ilrains  you  hear,  iiT 

'   Or  view  her  eyes,  too  well  you'll  know. 


o 


'JJ-. 


The  M  ILK  MA  ID'S  S  Q  NG.     '  .,• 

WHEN  my  love  the  other  day       ''^,^'^^^ 
Prais'd  my  charms,  and,  full  of  play^  ' 
ïn  his  words  fuch  muiick  hung, 
ïaiTions,  grew  the  while  he  fung  ;  L4- 

Then  he  preft  me,  ^.j!  f? 

How  he  bleft  me. 
Telling  me  a  thoufand  lies. 

Of  my  lips,  my  breaft,  and  eyes,  , -^v^ 

Prompted  by  the  fire  of  youth,  i 

Thinking  all  he  faid  was  truth  ;  uk 

I  poor  eafy  yielding  maid,  ''K 

35y  the  traitor  was  betray'd  ;  X 

He  carefs'd  me,  Î 

And  poifeft  me, 
Blading  all  my  growing  charms  ;         - 
^íaids  beware,  and  dread  fuch  harms.  ^nto^'ú 


(  ÎI  ) 

Tunf,  By  Jove  TU  he  fret.' 

COme  all  ye  young  ladies,  whofe  bns'n^is  aiidi^|fe 
Is  contriving  new  dreíTes,  and  curling  y4ur 
hair; 
Who  flirt  and  coquet  with  each  coxcomb  who  comes 
To  toy  at  yonr  toilets,  and  ílrut  in  your  rooms  ; 
While  you're  placing  a  patch,  or  adjuillng  pong  pong, 
Ye  may  liften  and  learn  by  the  truih.of  ,niy.fQ,l?g:,  „„ 

By  the  truth  of  my  ibng,  &c^„  aaiidmsii  sliriW 
To  begin  with  a  queilion,  pray,  what  is't  you  mean 
To  intrude  on  the  public  by  always  being  feen  ?  ' 
The  pieafanteft  objeéls  can  give  no  delight, 
"When  they're  prefs'd  and  repeated  too  oft  on  the 

fight. 
Till  ye  fly,  ye  can  never  expeft  a  purfuit  ; 
In  plentiful  fummers  few  languifli  for  fruit. 
Few  languilh,  &c. 

Let  recent  examples  of  toafts  that's  decay'^,^ 
Awake  your  attention,  and  humble  your  pndejj^,/ 
See  Delia  and  Cynthia  now  regarded  no  more       '' 
Than  the  beauties  that  liv'd  in  the  ages  before  ; 
They  are  now  talk'd  of,  as  what  has  once  been, 
The  reafon  is  plain,  for  they  always  are  feen. 
For  they,  &c. 

Pray,   apply  the   conclufion,   and   believe  'tis  well 

meant, 
Altho'  it  be  borrow'd,  there's  not  the  lefs  in't; 
The  triumph  of  v/ifdom  is  a  timely  retreat, 
A  fcience  as  hard  to  the  fair,  as  the  great  ; 
In  fearch  of  true  pleafures,  how  vainly  ye  roam, 
If  you'd  find  it  for  life,  ye  muil  feek  it  at  home. 

Ye  muft  feek  it  at  home, 
if  you'd,  &c. 

E2  rhe 


:  'lui) nojo^h  akliw  X^npiqi  ohit-y'^ 

Th  Brihjh  Apollo  i  or,  ijrJions  fïrlke  hmf^-^  r,X' 

TO  arms,  your  eníigns  ftraight  difplay,   Ví  -.ríT 
Now  fet  the  barde  in  array  ; 
The  orack  for  war  declares, 
Succefs  depends  upon  your  hearts  and  fpears  ;     > 
Britons  ftrike  home,  revenge  your  country's  wrongs, 
Fight  and  record  yourfelves  in  Druids  fongs. 

Inrag'd,  your  banners  nov/  difplay, 

Come  let  us  dy  or  win  the  day  ; 

The  honour  of  the:  field  we  have, 

With  loud  huzzas,  come  on,  you  bold  and  brave; 

Britons,  maintain  your  rights  with  conquering  blows, 

i)own  with  the  pride  of  your  infulting  foes. 

Let's  roufe  the  Britiih  lion  bold, 

^;ee  how  his  heroick  eyes  are  roll'd, 

The  fiiver  trumpet  founds,  a  charge  front  and  rear. 

Break  through  their   ranks,  and  make  them  fly  for 

Let  them  be  drove  before  yojar  ^nqu'ring  arms,    > 
And  caufe  them  dread  Great  Britain's  loud  alarms. 


o 


rhe  WAND  E  RE  R,  iy  Mr.Rae, 

Tune,  The  Maid  that'' s  mde-fi^r  love  atuî  ins^ 
Genlîe  Shepherds,  fawyepafs,  •  ~ 


,_     As -tripping  o'er '.the  fiow'ry  graí^  ac  .:;.r.  i/^vi. 
A  beauteous  maid  as  fair  as  fnow,  "'^-^  h^h 

As  nimble  as  the  winds  that  blow,  ^ 

VVhofe  looks  are  fweet,  and  gay  her  mein,  , 

All  graceful  as  the  Cyprian  queen,  '    "^"  I'  ^"^'^ 

Black  as  fte  floes  herfpirkliiig  eyôs,   -    '^  ^'----^ 
"VVh^re  little  Gtipid  booking  -lyes, 

Wbofc 


(,Î3    ) 

Whoíe  fpriglîtly  wit's  beyond  compare 

Her  graceful  turns  of  thought  declare  ; 

Whofe  face  and  breaft  ftill  more  combine. 

To  tell  mankind  that  ihe's  divine. 

The  t'other  morn  the  rogue  furpris'd 

My  heart,  of  danger  unadvis'd  ;  | 

!Now,  conicious  of  my  fate,  ihe  roves 

in  queil  of  other  fportive  loves. 

Invain,  yefwains,  ihalll  purfue 

The  fair,  if  iminform'd  by  you  ; 

Then  ye,  whofe  breafts  companion  raoye, , 

O  tell  me  where  to  find  my  love.         ^  ?y  .^l  !,    ,  i 

And  ye,  bright  Nymphs,  too,  lendyôiiÊafécr -jrl'i 

To  puniih  an  inconftant  maid  ;     ■■£'íxííú  hnoi  úiiW 

Ah!  feize  the  little  wand'ring  toy^  ■  .aim£i:t  ^ejiojiia: 

llie  fource  of  envy,  fource  of  joy.    ^ar  dîiw  awoCl 


"■■'■'  ^      Tune,    Gilderoy.  •      :  •;..  r 

LONG,  long  I  fcorn'd  love's   mighty  fway^-'" 
And  fmii'd  at  Cupid's  pow'r  5  — -^ 
Unmov'd,  infenfible  aîid  gay,  ■'••  ^'  «î^riî  î»'i 

IndilT'rent  and  fecure.  ^i^ííI  »>w^^  H'^: 

TheGod,  to  punifli  raydifdain, 

Prepar'd  th'  acuteft  dart  ; 
Pointed  v/ith  rage,  and  wing'd  with  pain.^ 

It  reacht  my  deftin'd  heart. 

From  Peggy's  bright  reíiítlefs  eyes 

I  caught  the  fubtle  fire  ; 
My  paiîîon  gather'd  new  fupplies, 

And  roie  to  pure  defire. 

JBiit  file,  alas  !  (like  me  before) 

Is  deaf,  v./hile  I  complain  ; 
Aiid  ev'ry  favour  1  implore, 

Jfkeis  nought  but  cold  difdain.  B» 

£  3  WAN- 


(54     ) 

WANTON  Cupid,  ceafe  to  hovef 
Thug  around  die  fmiling  fair. 
You  exclude  a  faithful  lover    -.  . 
With  your  too  officious  care  : 
"tVhifp'ring  breezes,  hafte  Î   begone  ! 

To  fome  remoter  filent  grove. 
And  leave  Alexis  here  alone 

To  tell  a  tlioufand  tales  of  love. 

How  I'm  charm'd  with  ev'ry  feature 

That  adorns  her  lovely  face  ; 
Hov/  file's  ev'ry  thing  that  nature 

Can  e'er  give  with  ev'ry  grace. 
If  (he  lilten  to  my  itory. 

And  for  me  have  equal  lovcj 
I'll  not  envy  human  glory, 

Biit  be  bieft  as  thofe  above. 

■vol  \o 


Áalfiib  I 


CO  LiN's'^^^WtSrW^"'' "'"''" 

HELP  me  each  harmonious  grove, 
Gently  v;hîfper  ail   ye  trees  '; 
l'une  c.Min  warbling  throat  to  love, 

An  J  cool  erxh  mead  v;ith  fofîefi:  breczie^ 
Breathe  fweet  odours  every  ilowcr, 

All  vour  various  paintings  fliow  ;     . 
pîeaiîng  verdure  ^race  each  bow'r, 

Aro-and  let  every  blelTing  flow. 
Glide  ye  limpid  brooks  along, 

PhoÈbu'S,  glance  thy  míldeíl  ray  ; 
Murm'ring  floods,   repeat  my  fong, 

And  tell  v/hat  Colin  d^re  not  fay  : 
Celia  comes,  whofe  charming  air  '  ' 

Fires  with  love  the  rural  fwains  ;  ""  -''*'  "'''       i> 

'j--eij,.  ah  tell  the  blooming  fair,  '  ^^^  îo^tof 

'Ihat  Golia  dies^  if  iîie  diiiiains,  '  '  Itme^ 


C  ss    ) 

Tune,   /  wJjh  my  Love.'were  vt  û  J^irâ^'ir  > 

DE JECTE D, •  as  tnie  converts  díe^ 
But  yet  v/ith  ferveat  thoughts  inflafii'd, 
So,  faireii,  at  your  feet  I  ly, 
of  ail  my  fex's  faults  aiham'd. 

Too  long,  alas!   I  have  abus'd  ' 

Love's  innocent  and  facred  liame  ; 
And  that  divlnefl  pow'r  have  us'd 

To  laugh  at  as  an  idle  name. 
But  fince  fo  freely  I  confefs  '         •. 

A  crime  which  may  your  fcorn  produce. 
Allow  me  now  to  make  it  left     ^^y^  vm  of  ní^ilfí  ^  If 

By  anyjuil  or  fair  excufe.  ...,-1  „_  ..,;,  u,  •; 

I  then  did  vulgar  joys  purfue. 

Variety  was  all  my  blifs  ; 
kvià,  ignorant  of  love  and  you, 

How  cou'd  I  chafe  but  do  amifs  I 

îf  ever  now  my  wand'ring  eyes 

Seek  out  amufements  as  before  ; 
îf  e'er  I  look  but  to  defpilè 

Such  charms,  and  value  yours  the  more  ; 

May  fad  remorfe,  and  guilty  fliame^. 

Revenge  your  wrongs  on  faithlefs  me  j 
^nd,  what  I  tremble  ev'n  to  name, 

May  I  lofs  aii  in  lôfmg  thee. 


CU  P  I D'  S    RE  FU  G  E. 

Sung  by  Mr.  Lowe  at  Faux- h  a  II» 

JOVE,  when  he  faw  my  Fanny's  face. 
With  wond'rous  paífioai  mov'd  ; 
forgot  the  care  of  human  race,      ,^ ,   .    ,      .    ^, 
^i^  found  at  once  he  lov'd,.  i|   ^^[^  alîoO^î'^^^ 
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Then  to  the  god  of  foft  defire, 

His  fuit  he  thus  addreft  ;  ■  «,„  r    ,j  î  . 

I  Fanny  love,  with  mutual  fire  ^^     \       7 

0  toiicli  her  tender  breaft.  '^'^  "      _ 

Your  fuit  is  hopelefs,  Cupid  cries,  ;  g^^^-j  ^^irfj  y]/ 

1  lov'd  the  maid  before  :  -rît  ífn>.fi  »«V0<^  -f-  ■ 
What!  rival  me,  the  pow'r  replies, 

Whom  gods  and  men  adore. 
He  grafp'd  the  bolt,  he  {hook  the  fprings 

Of  his  imperial  throne, 
While  Cupid  flap'd  his  rofy  wings, 

And  in  a  breath  was  gone. 
O'er  earth  and  feas  the  god  be  _fiew. 

But  íHU  no  ihelter  found  ; 
For,  as  he  fled,  the  dangers  grew, 

And  light'ning  fiaili'd  around  ; 
At  lafl  his  trembling  fear  impelis 

His  flight  to  Fanny's  eyes  ; 
Where  happy,  fafe,  and  pleas'd  he  dwells, 

Kor  minds  his  native  skies, 

i^LnojHY 

7he    NONPAREIL, 

THO''  Ghloe's  ont  of  faihion, 
Can  biuih  and  be  fincerc  ; 
I'll  toaft  her  in  a  bumper, 

Tho'  all  the  Belles  were  here.       v'íj.jIíi;.;. 
What  tho'  no  diamonds  fparkle        „[,,,    ,.i 
'  About  her  neck  or  waiíí  ; 
With  every  ihining  virtue 

The  lovely  maid  is  grac'd.  ,;, 

With  every,  &c.  ' .\} 

In  modeft  plain  apparel, 

^^a  patches;  paint  or  airs^ 


<     Î7     ) 

în  debt  aloîie  to  nature, 

An  angel  ihe  appears  ! 
From  gay  coqnetSji  high  finiíht. 

My  Chloe  takes  no  rules  ; 
Kor  envys  them  their  conqueft, 

The  hearts  of  all  the  fools. 

"Who  wins  her  muiï  have  merit. 

Such  merit  as  her  own  ; 
The  graces  all  poireiTmg, 

Yet  knows  not  ihe  has  one. 
Then  grant  me,  gracious  heav'n. 

The  gifts  you  moft  approve  j  Í5^^  ^^^^ 

And  Chloe,  charming  Chloe,  '--'^ 

Will  blefs  me  with  her  love. 


Tune,  The  Banks,  of  FcrtJ}. 

IN  yonder  fiiade,  where  late  was  fiiown 
The  cowflip  exquiiitely  blown  ; 
Behold  it  now,  O  Peggy,  viev/ 
Its  with'ring  leaves,  its  fading  hue  5 
Qiiick  unrelenting  time  difarms 
All  beauties  of  their  native  charms  ; 
His  cropping  hand  is  ever  near, 
Swift  in  deilrudlion,  as  career. 

Or  view  the  tulip's  rich  array, 
As  fummer  fair,  as  nature  gay; 
ïn  rapture  ftand,  its  Ihape  admire. 
Splendidly  dreil  in  rich  attire  ; 
With  tranfport  view  each  charm  it  gives, 
But,  Peggy,  mark  what  drops-"the  leaves  ; 
Thofe  beauties  fo  comp!eat  before, 
^^S8y^  behold  they  pleafe  no  more. 

The 


(   ^s   ) 

The  pure  carnation,  fairly  fpread. 

With  tow'ring  item  and  lofty  head  ;^  .,.  >  .rKi^aS  -^ 

Expanded  wide,  view  it  appear,      .^o^'^dï^^d  áHT 

Ane  lait  bright  beauty  of  the  year:  ,..^  .^  |^^^^  ^^-^ 

Gaze  on  its  charms,  while  in  their  prími^   ^^-.^,  "•  . 

Divert  the  fwift  beguiling  time  ; 

See  what  the  fragrant  bloom  difplays. 

For  fwiftly,  Peggy,  it  decays. 

Thus  learn,  my  fair,  that  time  devours 

Alternately  the  fweeteft  flow'rs  ; 

Nor  theie,  alone,  can  quell  his  rage. 

Bright  beauty  muft  fubmit  to  age:  •  v^ 

His  fad  approaches  feeming  flow, 

Contribute  to  increafe  the  woe  ; 

When  pungent  forrow  comes  too  late, 

And  beauty  mourns  to  meet  its  fate.  B. 


'The  DRUKEN  WIFE  O'GJLLOF/J. 

DOWN  in  yon  meadow  a  couple  did  tarie, 
The  goodwife  ihe  drank  naithing  but  fack 

canary;  ;■« 

The  goodmanhe  complain'd  to  her  friends  right  airly, 
O  !  gin  my  v/ife  wad  drink  hooly  and  fairly. 

Firil  ihe  drank  Crommy,  and  fyne  ihe  drank  Garie, 
And  fyne  ihe  drank  my  bonn}'-  grey  marie, 
That  carried  me  thro'  a^  the  dubs  and  the  lairic. 
O  !  gin,  Sec. 

She  drank  her  hofe,  ihe  drank  her  ihoon, 
And  fyne  ihe  drank  ber  bonny  new  gown  ; 
She  drank  her  fark  that  cover'd  her  rarely. 


W^ad  ilie  drink  her  ain  things,  I  wad  na  care,  , 
But  ihe  drinks  my  daiths  I  canna'  weii.fpare,      "f:'^ 

Wliêé-' 
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When  L'ni  v/V  my  goifips,  it  angers  me  fairly, 

O  !  gin,  &c. 
My  Sunday's  coat  flie  has  laid  it  a  wad, 
The  beft  blue  bonnet  e'er  was  o'  my  head; 
At  kirk  and  at  market  I'm  cover'd  but  barely. 
'        Oi  gin,  &c. 
My  bonny  white  mittens  I  wotc  on  my  hands, 
"^'i'  her  neighbour's  wife  ihe  has  laid  them  in  pawns  ; 
My  bane-headed  ftaíF  that  I  loo'd  fo  dearly. 

O  !  gin,   &c. 
Î  never  v/as  for  wrangling  nor  itrifc, 
Kor  did  I  deny  her  the  comforts  of  life, 
For  when  there's  a  war,  I'm  ay  for  a  parley, 

O  !  gin,  &c, 
'   When  there's  ony  money,  ihe  maim  keep  the  purfe  i 
If  I  feek  but  a  hawbie,  "ihe'll  fcold  and  fiie'll  curfe  J 
She  lives  like  a  queen,  I  fcrimped  and  fparely. 

O  !  gin,  &c. 
A  pint  WÎ'  her  cummers  I  wad  her  allow, 
But  when  ihe  fits  down,  ihe  gets  herfel  fu'. 
And  when  fhe  is  fu'  ilie  is  uiico  camftairic.  ^,.--^ 

O  !  gin,  &e.  r    ;      I 

^Vhen  ihe  comes  to  the  ilreet,  ihe  roars  and  ihe  rants, 
Has  no  fear  of  her  neighbours,  nor  minds  the  houfe 

wants  ; 
But  rants  up  fome  foolfang,  like, Up  ye'r  heart  Charlie. 

O!  gin,  Sic.         .  -    ;   :     ^ 
When  ihe  comes  hame,  ihe  lays  on  the  lads, 
The  lalfes  ihe  ca's  baith  b— —  s  and  j — s 
And  ca's  myfel'  ay  ane  auld  cuckold  carlie, 

O  !  gin,  &c. 


THETIPPLING   GOSSIPS. 

TWO  goifips  were  merrily  met. 
At  nine  of  the  clock  before  noon  ; 
<J^tld  they  were  refolv'd  for  à  whet, 
'  To  keep  their  fweet  voices  in  tunc.  Awajf 
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Away  to  the  tavern  they  went  ; 

Quoth  Nell,  I  do  vow  and  proteff. 
That  I  have  a  crown  yet  unipent, 

Come,  let's  have  a  cup  of  the  beft. 

And  I  have  another  perhaps, 

Another  piece  of  the  fame  fort  ; 
Why  need  we  fit  thrumming  of  caps  ; 

Come,  drawer,  and  draw  us  a  quart. 
And  let  it  be  liquor  of  life  ; 

Canary,  that  generous  wine  ; 
For  I  am  a  buxfom  young  wife. 

And  love  to  go  gallant  and  fine. 

The  drawer,  as  blyth  as  a  bird, 

Came  skipping  with  cap  in  his  hand, 
Dear  ladies,  I'll  give  you  my  word, 

The  beft  ihall  be  at  your  command  : 
A  quart  of  canary  he  drew, 

Joan  fiil'd  up  her  glafs  and  began  ; 
Come,  goíHp,  a  bumper  to  you  ; 

I'll  pledge  thee,  girl,  were  it  a  tun. 
But,  neighbours,  pray  did  ye  not  hear 

The  common  report  of  the  town  ; 
A  man  of  five  hundred  a  year. 

Is  married  to  Doll  of  the  crown  ; 
A  draggle-tail'd  flut,  o'  my  word, 

Her  cloaths  they  hang  ragged  and  foul  ; 
And  wou'd  he  not  fain  have  a  bird. 

That  wou'd  give  a  groat  for  an  owl. 
And  (he  had  a  fifter  laft  year. 

Her  name  it  was  gallowping  Peg, 
Could  pick  up  a  ftraw  with  her  ear. 

And  ihe  was  as  tight  as  my  leg. 
A  brewer  he  got  her  with  child  ; 

But  e'en  let  them  brew  as  they  bake  ; 
I  know  flie  was  wanton  and  wild, 

But  I  will  ne'er  meddle  nor  make,  f^Q^ 


(  ^t  > 

Kor  I,  golfip  Joan,  o'  my  word, 
Altho'  I  have  often  been  told. 

She  ftole  five  yards  of  broad  cloth, 
A  ring  and  a  iocket  of  gold  ; 

A  ihirt  and  a  new  pair  of  ihoes  ; 

»    And  a  flouriihing  madam  %^  ihe. 

'Twas  Marjory  told  me  the  news. 
But  it  ne'er  ihali  go  further  for  me. 


THE  DISAP  PO  INT  ME  NT: 

Tune,  She  rofe  and  let  me  in. 

RANGING  tlie  plain  one  fummer's  night. 
To  pafs  a  vacant  hour, 
I  fortunately  chanc'd  to  light 

On  lovely  Phillis*  bow'r  ; 
The  nymph,  adorn'd  with  thôuiând  charms. 

In  exped:ation  fat. 
To  meet  thofe  joys  in  Strephon's  arms 
Which  tongue  cannot  relate. 

Upon  her  hand  ihe  lean'd  her  head, 

Her  breaft  did  gently  rife  ; 
That  ev'ry  lover  might  have  read 

Her  wiilies  in  h^r  eyes. 
At^v'ry  breath  that  mov*d  the  treesr, 

She  fuddenly  would  ftart  ; 
A  cold  on  all  her  body  ieiz'd, 

A  trembling  on  her  heart. 

But  he  that  knew  how  well  ihe  lovM, 

Beyond  his  hour  had  ftaid. 
And  both  with  fear  and  anger  niov'd 

The  melancholy  maid. 

Vol.  II.  F  Yc 
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Ye  gods  !  n^e  faíd,  hmv  oft  he  fvvore 
He  wGii'd  be  here  by  one  ; 

But  now,  alas  !  'tis  fix  and  more, 
And  yet  he  is  not  come. 


THE    SOLDIER'S    WISH^ 

Tune,  To  you  fair  Ladies, 

IN  country  quarters  iliil  confm'd. 
From  Berwick  I  do  write  : 
Why  can't  my  body,  like  my  mind, 
.    To  Silia  take  its  flight  ? 
Oh,   Silvia  Î  if  a  wilh  could  do, 
My  foul  ihould  quarter  foon  with  you/; 

Fa,  la,  la,  la. 
Whiift  I  ftay  here,  my  love-ilck  heart, 

With  you  is  left  behind  ; 
Alas  !  why  ihouid  our  bodies  part. 

Since  both  our  fouls  are  join'd  ! 
My  body  to  my  prince  is  due, 
My  foul  its  orders  takes  from  you. 
My  blooming  hopes  of  feeing  you, 

Are  wither'd  in  their  prime  ; 
Ccnfin'd  to  ftay  for  a  review  ; 

Oh  !  why  was  this  the  time  ? 
Tor  what's  a  dull  review  to  me, 
If  Silvia  is  not  there  to  fee/ 

When  heavy  beat  of  dull  tattoo 

Commands  the  ibJdicr  home, 
The  hopes  I  have  to  dream  of  you. 

Gives  mufick  to  the  drum  : 
^£Xt  morning,  with  the  reveille, 

i  only  wake  to  think  oo,  thee, 

WIN' 


(    ^s    > 

WINCHESTER    WEDDING. 
By  Sir  JOHN  SUCKLING, 

AT  Winchefter  there  was  a  wedding. 
The  hke  of  it  never  was  feen, 
'Twixt  lufty  Ralph  of  Reading. 
:    And  bonny  black  Befs  of  the  green  v 
The  fídiers  were  crowding  before, 

Each  lafs  was  as  fine  as  a  queen  ; 
There  was  a  hundred  and  more, 

For  all  the  whole  country  came  in  ; 
Brisk  Robin  led  Rofe  fo  fair, 

She  look'd  like  a  iilly  o'  the  vale. 
And  ruddy  fac'd  Hary  led  Miry, 

And  Roger  led  bouncing  Nell. 

With  Tommy  came  fmi ling  Katy, 

He  help'd  her  over  the  ftyle, 
And  Avore  there  was  none  fo  pfetty, 

In  forty  and  forty  long  mile  v 
Kit  gave  a  green  gown  to  Betty, 

And  lent  her  his  hand  to  riiè  ; 
But  Jenny  was  jeerM  by  Watty, 

For  looking  blue  under  the  eyes  ; 
Thus  merrily  chatting  all, 

They  pafs  to  the  bride-houie  along, 
With  Jonny  and  pretty  fac'd  Nancy» 

The  faireft  of  all  the  throng. 
The  bridegroom  came  out  to  meet  'em, 

AiJ-aid  the  dinner  was  fpoil'd, 
And  uiher'd  'em  in  to  treat  'em 

With  bak*d,  and  roafted,  and  boil'd. 
The  lads  were  fo  frolick  and  jolly, 

For  each  had  his  love  by  his  i;de  ; 
But  Willy  w^as  melancholy. 

For  he  had  a-miad  to  the  bride  j 

F  2  Tîîca 
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Then  Philip  begins  lier  health, 

And  turns  a  beer-glafs  on  his  thumbi. 
But  Jenkin  was  reckon'd  for  drinking 

The  beft  in  Chriftendom. 

And  now  they  had  din'd,  advancing. 

Into  the  midft  of  the  hall, 
The  fiddlers  ftruck  up  for  dancing, 

And  Jeremy  led  up  the  ball  ; 
But  Margaret  kept  a  quarrel, 

A  iafs  that  was  proud  of  her  pelf, 
'Caafe  Arthur  had  ftoln  her  garter. 

And  fwore  he  would  tie  it  himiclf  :. 
She  ftruggl'd,  and  blufh'd,  and  frown'd. 

And  ready  with  anger  to  cry, 
'Gaufe  Arthur,  in  tying  her  garter. 

Had  flipped  his  hand  too  high. 

And  now,  for  throwing  the  ftocking. 

The  bride  away  was  led  ; 
The  bridegroom  got  drunk,  and  was  knocking 

For  candles  to  light  'em  to  bed  : 
But  Robin  finding  him  filly. 

Moil  friendly  took  him  afide, 
The  while  that  his  wife  with  Willy 

Was  playing  at  hooper's-hide  ; 
And  now  the  warm  game  begins, 

The  critical  minute  was  come, 
And  chatting,  and  billing,  and  kiifing^ 

Went  merrily  round  the  room, 
pert  Strephon  was  kind  to  Betty, 

And  blithe  as  a  bird  in  the  fpring  j 
And  Tommy  was  fo  to  Katie, 

And  wedded  her  with  a  ruih-ring  : 
Sukie,  that  danc'd  with  the  cuHiion, 

An  hour  from  the  room  l^d  been  gone  ? 

And 
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And  Barnaby  kn-ew,  by  her  blufliin^. 
That  fome  other  dance  had  been  done  5 

And  thus  of  fifty  fah"  maids, 

That  came  to  the  wedding  with  men. 

Scarce  five  of  the  fifty  were  left  ye, 
That  fo  did  return  again. 

THE    WHEEL    OF    FORTUNE, 
'^"^HE  wheel  of  life  is  turning  quickly  rotind, 
'  i,      And  nothing  in  this  worki  of  certainty  is  ibunct; 
The  midwife  wheels  us  in,  and  death  wheels  us  out  : 
Good  lack  !  good  lack  !  how  things  are  wheel'd  about  I 

Some  few  aloft  on  fortunées  v/heel  do  go, 

And  as  they  mount  up  iiigh,    the  others  tumble  low  i 

In  this  we  all  agree,  that  fate  at  firft  did  will, 

Tlvat  this  great  wheel  fliould  never  once  ííand  ílilL 

The  courtier  turns  to  gain  his  private  ends, 

'Till  he's  fo  giddy  growi>,  he  quite  forgets  his  fiieiids  5 

Profperity  oftimes  deceives  the  proud  and  vain, 

And  wheels  fo  fad,  it  turns  them  out  again. 

Some  turn  to  this,  to  that,  and  ev'ry  way,  (day  3 

And  cheat,  and  fcrape  for  wliat  can't  purchafe  one  poor 
But  this  is  far  beneath  the  generous  hearted  man,, 
Wiio  lives,  and  makes  the  moí^  of  life  he  can. 
And  thus  we're  wheel'd  about  in  litem's  Oiort  farce, 
'Till  we  at  kft  are  wheel'd  off  in  a  rumbling  hicarll-. 
The  midwife  wheels  us  in,  and  death  wheels  usoutj 
Good  lack  !  good  lack  !  how  things  are  wheel'd  about, 

THE  OLD  MAN'S  WISH. 

IF  I  live  to  grow  old,  as  I  find  I  go  down. 
Let  this  be  my  fate,  "in  a  comitry  iovvn, 

F  3  May 
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May  I  have  a  Warm  boufe,  with  a  ffone  at  my  gatffj 
And  a  deanly  young  girl  to  rub  my  bald  pate. 
May  I  govern  my  paiHon  with  an  abfolute  fway, 
And  grow  wifer  and  better  as  my  ilrength  wears  away. 
Without  gout  or  ftone,  by  a  gentle  decay. 

In  a  country  town,  by  a  murmuring  brook, 

"With  the  Sea  at  a  diííance,  on  which  I  may  look  ; 

"With  a  ipacious  plain,  without  hedge  or  ftyie, 

And  an  eafy  pad-nag  to  ride  out  a  mile. 

May  I  govern,  &c. 

With  Horace  and  Plutarch,  and  one  or  two  more, 
of  the  beft  wits  that  liv'd  in  the  ages  before; 
With  a  difiiof  roaft  mutton,  not  venTon  nor  teal,. 
And  clean  tho'  coarfe  limien  at  ev*ry  meal. 

W'ith  a  pudding  on  funday,  and  fteut  humming  llquorj 
And  a  remnant  of  Latin  to  puzzle  the  vicar  ;. 
With  a  hidden  refervc  of  Burgitndy  wine, 
To  drink  the  king's  health  as  oft  as  we  dine. 

With  a  courage  undaunted  may  I  face  my  laiV  day  j 

And  when  I  am  dead,  may  the  better  ibrt  fay^ 

In  the  morning  when  fober,  in  the  ev'ning  when  meli 

low. 
He  is  gone,  and  han't  left  behind  him  his  fellow. 
For  he  govern'd  his  paífion  with  an  abfolute  fway. 
And  grew  wifer  and  better  as  his  ih-ength  wore  away, 
Without  geut  or  done,  by  a  gentle  decay. 


FOR  many  unfuccefsful  years 
At  Cynthia's  feet  I  lay, 
Bathing  them  often  with  my  tears  i 
I  figh'd,  but  duril  not  pray  ; 

No 
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No  proffate  wretch,  before  the  ihrinc 

Of  fome  lov'd  faint  above» 
E'er  thought  bis  goddefs  more  divine^ 

Or  p^d  more  awfuf  love» 

Still  the  diidainful  nympli  look'd  do\vn> 

With  coy  infuiting  pride, 
Receiv'd  my  paifion.  with  a  frow», 

Or  turn'd  her  head  aiidc  : 
Then  Cupid  vvhifper'd  in  my  car, 

Ufe  more  prevailing  charms  ; 
You  modeil  whinning  fool-,  draw  nearj. 

And  clafp  her  in  your  arms, 
With  eager  kliîês  tempt  the  maid,. 

From  Cynthia's  feet  depart, 
The  lips  he  briskly  muil  invade 

Who  wou'd  poflefs  the  heart  : 
With  that,  1  ihook  off  all  the  Have, 

My  better  fortunes  try'd, 
When  Cynthia'  in  a  moment  gave 

What  Ihe  for  years  deny'd. 


THoughtlefs  of  all  but  love  and  you, 
From  place  to  place  I  range  ; 
But  ilill  no  happinefs  I  knew, 
Nor  pleafure  by  the  chaise. 

Tlie  murm'ring  ftream,  the  fruitful  fieW^ 

The  plain,  the  Hrady  grove. 
Alike  to  me,  no  pleafure  yield; 

\Vhen  abient  from  my  love. 
Yet  if  my  Delia  but  appears, 

How  ehang'd  is  all  the  fcene^ 
Nature  a  gayer  livery  wearSj 

And  I  forget  niy  paia.  The 
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The  murmuring  ftream,  the  fruitful  fîelcîr 

The  plain,  the  ihady  grove, 
Alike  to  me,  all  pleafure  yield, 

V/hen  bleft  with  her  I  love. 


THE  LOVE  RS  MEETING. 

Tune,  The  night  her  filent  fahk  ivore, 

CAN  any  tranfports  equal  thofe 
\^'hich  tv/o  fond  lovers  feel, 
Who  meet,  tliat  thought  to  meet  no  more. 
And  their  paft  woes  reveal  ? 

Their  joys  too  great  to  be  expreft. 

So  crowd  the  fault'ring  tongue  -, 
Fain  would  they  breathe  their  foul  in  words. 

But  paifion  ftrikes  them  dumb. 

Yet  do  their  eyes,   at  the  bleft  fight, 

EnrapturM  glances  dart  ; 
5y  thefe,  and  fighs,  their  wiihes  painty 

Which  flutter  round  the  heart. 

Like  ftatues  fix'd,  amaz'd  they  ftand. 

Survey  their  mutual  charms  ; 
Then,  when  the  extafy  gives  leave, 

Fly  to  each  others  arms. 


Tune,  A  Cobler  there  inaSy  Sec. 

WHEN  Streplien  to  Chloe  made  love,  Íús  pretence 
'Twasallbut  a  iham,his  chief  aim  was  her  pence  : 
For  twelve  thoufand  pounds  the  ily  gipfy  did  pafs  ;  ;^ 
And  he  topM  as  much  with  an  impudent  face. 

Derry  down,  down,  8çc,  And 
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And  thus,  for  a  while,  they  lay  both  on  thecatcfT, 
Till  at  length  they  confulted,  and  ilruck  up  the  match 
But  ibon,  to  their  lofs,  for  all  their  deep  wit; 
He  found  himfeîf  trap'd,  and  ilie  found  ihe  was  bit. 

Such  wedlock's  a  banter,  the  wife  make  no  doubt. 
And  thofc  that  get  in  would  be  glad  to  get  out  i 
'Twas  ever  coafefl:,  ilnce  the  world  firil  began,. 
Your  fortunes  are  bites,  ib  bite  as  bite  can. 
Soldier  and  citizen,  lawyer  and  iquire  ; 
Both  fexes,  for  money,  each  other  admire  ; 
All  fpread  out  their  fnares  in  hopes  to  trapan  ; 
The  world's  all  a  cheat,  and  fa  cheat  as  cheat  can. 


ALLAN-WATER. 

SAY,  mtiie,  what  numbers  will  refate, 
What  verfe  be  found  to  praifc  my  Annie  f 
On  her  ten  thoufand  graces  wait  ; 

Each  fwain  admires,  and  own's  (he's  bonny. 
Since  firft  ihe  trod  the  happy  pfain. 

She  fet  each  youthful  heart  on  fire; 
Each  nymph  does  to  her  fwain  complain» 
That  Annie  kindles  new  defffe. 

This  lovely  darling,  deareft  care. 

This  new  delight,  this  charming  Annie» 
Like  fummer'^s  dawn,  ihe*s  freih  and  fair. 

When  Flora's  fragrant  breezes  fan  ye. 
All  day  the  am'rous  youths  conveen 

Joyous  they  fport  and  play  before  her  ; 
All  night,  when  flie  no  more  is  feen, 

la  blifsfui  dreams  they  âiil  adore  her. 

Among 
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Among  the  crowd  Amyntor  came, 

He  look'd,  he  lov'd,   he  bow'd  to  Annie  ; 
His  rifing  iighs  exprcft  his  flame, 

His  words  were  few,  his  wilhes  many. 
With  fmiles  the  lovely  maid  reply 'd. 

Kind  fliepherd,  why    ihouid  I  deceive  ye? 
Alas  !  your  love  muft  be  deny'd, 

This  deilin'd  breaft  can  ne'er  relieve  yc; 

Young  Damon  came  with  Cupid's  art. 

His  wiles,  his  fmiles,  his  charms  beguiling, 
He  ftole  away  my  virgin  heart  ; 

Ceafe,  poor  Amyntor,  ceafe  bewailing; 
Some  brighter  beauty  you  may  fmd. 

On  yonder  plain  the  nymphs  are  many  ; 
Then  chufe  fome  heart  that's  unconfin'd. 

And  leave  to  Damon  his  own  Annie. 


Bf  Mr.  GAT, 

THE  Sun  was  now  withdrawn. 
The  (hepherds  home   were  fped. 
The  moon  wide  o'er  the  lawn 

Her  filver  mantle  fpread, 
When  Damon  ftaid  behind. 

And  faunter'd  in  the  grove  ; 
AVill  ne'er  a  nymph  be  kind. 
And  give  me  love  for  love  ? 

Oh  !  thofe  were  golden  hours, 
When  love,  devoid  of  cares, 

In  all  Arcadia's  bow'rs 

LoJg'd  nymphs  and  fwains  by  pairs  ; 

But  now  from  wood  and  plain 
Flies  ev'ry  fprightiy  lafs  j 
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Ko  joys  for  me  remain, 
In  Ihades,  or  on  the  graís. 

The  winged  boy  "draws  near, 

And  thus  the  fwain  reproves  y 
While  beauty  revei'd  here. 

My  game  Jay  in  the  groves: 
At  court  I  never  fail 

To  fcatter  round  my  arrows, 
Mea  fall  as  thick  as  hail, 

And  maidens  love  lilie  Iparrows, 

Then,  fwain,  if  me  you  need. 

Strait  lay  your  iheep-hook  down 
Throw  by  your  oaten  reed, 

And  hafte  away  to  town  : 
So  well  I'm  known  at  court. 

None  ask  where  Cupid  dwells. 
But  readily  refort 

To  B — n's  or  L — ll*s. 


THE  HONEST  LOVER. 

SINCE  you  will  needs  my  heart  poiTefs, 
'Tis  juft  to  you  I  firft  confefs 

The  faults  to  which  'tis  given  : 
It  is  to  change  much  more  inciin'd, 
Than  woman,  or  the  fea,  or  wind, 

Or  aught  that's  under  heaven. 
Kor  will  I  h'úc  from  you  this  truth, 
It  has  been,  from  its  very  youth, 

A  moll:  egregious  ranger  ; 
And  fínce  from  me  't  has  often  fled. 
With  whom  it  was  both  born  and  bred, 

'Twill  fcarce  ftay  with  a  ftranger. 


The 
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Tlic  Mack,  the  fair,  the  grey,  the  fad, 
^Which  often  made  me  fear  'twas  mad) 

-With  one  kind  look  cou'd  win  it  t 
So  nat'rally  it  loves  to  range, 
That  it  has  left  fuccefs  for  change; 

And,  what's  worfe,  glories  in  it. 
Oft,  wheirï  have  been  laid  to  reft, 
*Twotííd  make  me  aâ  like  one  poiTcft, 

For  ftill  'twill  keep  a  pother  ; 
And  tho'  you  only  I  eftcem, 
Yet  it  will  make  me,  in  a  dream. 

Court  and  enjoy  another. 
And  now,  if  you  arc  not  afraid. 
After  thefe  truths  that  I  have  faid. 

To  take  this  arrant  rover  ; 
Be  not  difpleas'd,  if  I  proteft, 
I  think  the  heart  witliin  your  brcail 

Will  prove  juil  fudi  another. 


r  E  A  G  U  E, 

BY  Chreefiit  and  fliaint  Patrick,  going  home  late  laft 
night. 
About  two  in  the  morning,  I  was  put  in  a  fright  ; 
Comes  a  dog  in  a  doublet,  ftripp'd  all  to  his  Ihirt, 
And  throws  áovm  poor  Teague  very  cleap  in  the  dirt. 

Then  firing  his  piíhtoi  direct  on  my  feiih. 
Stand  ftilj,  you  damn'd  dog,  or  your  dead  on  the  plaifli  ; 
Dc'el  tauke  him  for  me,  for  his  favour  and  graiih, 
For  ne'er  was  dear  joy  in  more  forrowful  caifli. 

Confounded  and  fpeechlefs,  bold  as  hero  I  cry'd, 
Your  roguelhip  one  day  will  at  Tyburn  be  try'd  : 

If 
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If  Teague  catch  you  again  at  fuch  vile  tricks  as  th«fc, 
He  will  fwear,  joy,  upon  you  his  Majefty's  pealh. 
Thus  threaten'd,  he  fhiviliy  cry'd,  my  dear  honey,. 
I'li  not  hurt  thee  at  all  but  prefent  me  thy  money  : 
My  money,  dear  joy,  'tis  Teague' s  foul- — he's  undonej 
Well,  e'en  take  it  all— -for  by  chreeiht  I  have  none. 


THE    PEDIGREE, 

Tune,  Our  Polly  ha  fid /lut. 

A  Beggar  got  a  beadle, 
A  beadle  got  a  yeoman  j 
A  yeoman  got  a  prentice, 

A  prentice  got  a  freeman  ; 
The  freeman  got  a  mailer. 

The  mailer  got  a  leafe; 
The  Icafe  made  him  a  gentleman, 

And  juilice  of  the  peace. 
The  juilice  being  rich, 

And  gallant  in  defire, 
He  marry' d  with  a  lady, 

And  fo  he  got  a  fquirc  : 
The  fquire  got  a  knight 

Of  courage  bold  and  ilout  ; 
The  knight  he  got  a  lord, 

And  fo  it  came  about» 

The  lord  he  got  an  earl  ; 

His  country  he  forfook, 
He  travel  I'd  into  Spain,  ' 

And  there  he  got  a  duke  ; 
The  dake  he  got  a  prince. 

The  prince  a  king  of  hope  ; 

Vol.  ÎI.  G  Yhe 
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Tlie  king  he  got  sn  emperor. 
The  emperor  a  pope. 

Thus,  as  the  ftory  fays, 

The  pedigree  did  run  : 
The  pope  he  got  a  friar. 

The  friar  got  a  nun  ; 
The  nun,   by  chance,  did  ilumble, 

And  on  her  back  Ihe  funk, 
The  friar  fell  a-top  of  her, 

And  fo  he  got  a  monk. 

The  monk,  he  had  a  ion. 

With  whom  he  did  inhabit  j 
But  when  the  father  died, 

The  ion  became  lord  abbot  : 
Lord  abbot  had  a  maid, 

And  he  catch'd  her  in  the  dark» 
And  fomething  he  did  to  her. 

And  Co  begot  a  clerk. 

Tlie  clerk  he  got  a  fexton, 

The  fexton  got  a  digger; 
The  digger  got  a  prebend. 

The  prebend  got  a  vicar; 
The  vicar  got  an  attorney, 

The  which  he  took  in  fnuíTj 
The  attorney  got  a  barriiler. 

The  barrifter  a  ruff. 

The  ruíFdid  get  good  couniel. 

Good  counfel  got 'a  fee. 
The  fee  did  get  good  motion 

That  it  might  pleaded  be: 
Tlie  motion  got  a  judgment, 

And  fo  it  came  to  pafs, 
A  beggar's  brat,  a  fcolding  knaVJ, 

A  ?rafty  Imkx  was. 

YORKSHIRE 
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YORKSHIRE  JOCKT. 

I 'S  tell  you  in  London  how  I  was  zerv'd  Oxalate, 
A  zorrowful  ditty:  I  brought  to  this  city  ten  oxen 
great  ; 
InSmithfield  I  zold  'em,  vor  more  than  vourzcore  pound. 
And  with  the  zame  I  merrily  trug'dand  crofs'd  the  round. 
Whilft  on  my  arm  this  mighty  bag  of  munsy  lay, 
I  met  with  a  creature  of  luve  and  good  nature,  both  vair 

and  gay  ; 
Zhc  readily  cattht  me  by  the  hand,  zo  kind  and  vre?, 
Odzuggers  I  wonder  how  zhe  vancy'd  me. 
Vorzuch  a  lafs  I  vow,  I  never  had  zeen  bevore, 
Zhe  cail'd  me  her  gouiin,  and  gave  me  aduzen  zalutes 

and  more; 
Odfuggers  I  was  never  zo  pleaz'd  vor  to  hear  her  call 

me  kin, 
Vor  zure  zhe  did  my  luve  and  vavour  win. 

2he.  askt  me  to  go  with  hur  a  little  way, 

It  was  to  the  tow'r,  I  had  not  the  pow'r  to  zay  her  nay. 

But  cail'd  a  coach,  and  there  together  we  did  ride, 

With  my  great  bag  of  muney  by  my  zide. 

Straight  to  a  tavern  then  we  went,  to  tipple  wine, 

My  huney,  my  cruny,  take  care  of  my  muney,  my  fil- 

ver  coin. 
But  all  on  a  zudden,  zuch  men  as  I  never  bevore  had  zeen, 
They  told  me  I  muft  go  for  to  zerve  the  king. 
Ah  how  they  lugg'd  and  pull'd  bevore  they  parted  us. 
All  burds  of  a  veather  agreeing  together,  I  ioft  my  purze, 
I  cail'd  my  goufin,  but  iliil  no  goufm  was  to  be  vound. 
Zol  loft  my  bag  and  vourzcore  pound. 
They  had  me  by  water  into  a  wooden  town, 
To  my  beft  dilcern,  it  look'd  like  a  barn  turn'd  up-fide 

down: 

G  2  A 


Alhundering  nbiiê  and  vire  from  her  zides  did  blaize, 
Zure  I  was  never  zo  zcar'd  before  in  all  my  days. 

I  was  zo  zcar'd  I  vow,  I  wrung  my  hands  and  cried. 
My  Jeanie,  my  Jeanie,  my  huney,  my  cruny,  my  buck- 

fome  bride  J 
My  treafue  is  loi},  and  here  in  forrow  I  complain, 
Vearing  that  I  zhould  never  zee  thee  again. 

They  put  me  down  into  the  'old,  which  made  me  roar; 
Atlaft  I  was'pitied,  and  vairly  acquitted,  and  zent  azhore  '. 
I  being  glad  I  had  obtain'd  my  liberty, 
Zo  I  vound  my  goufin  had  gouzen'd  me. 

Zo  ril  return  to  Jeanie  my  wife  in  Taunton-dean. 
To  Iiear  zuch   a  meeting,     of  zharping  and  cheating, 

the  Jike  is  not  zeen  : 
Before  that  I  come  any  more  this  road,  a  prank  to  play, 
I'll  go  ten  thoufand  miles  another  way. 


J  VERY  COLD  LOVER. 

DIMON  ask'd  me  but  once,  and  I  gave  him  dcniaij 
Intending  to  fnap  him  the  very  next  trial  j 
But,  alas!   he's  determin'd  to  ask  me  no  more, 
And  now  makes  his  court  to  the  fair  Leonore. 
But  I'll  have  a  good  heart,  fmce  I'm  full  well  aiTur'i, 
He  ne'er  would  have  taken  a  maid  at  her  word. 
If  he  had  been  worth  keeping  :  for  this  I  difcover. 
He  that  takes  the  firft  nay,  is  a  very  cold  lover, 
If  deep  were  his  wound,  if  fincere  were  his  pain, 
I  know  he'd  have  ask'd  me  again  and  again. 
Then  adieu,  let  him  go  ;  for  why  íliouid  I  vex  ? 
Since  if  lic'd  been  fenous,  he'd  aJÍow'd  for  the  fex. 


i 
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^    COUNTRT    SEAT. 

Tune,  Bank  of  Fhiv'rs, 

I  AM  wearied  grown 
Of  the  fmoaky  town  ; 
And  crowds  and  noife  I  hate. 

And  Balls  and  pJays, 

And  coiFee  and  teas. 
And  endlefs  idle  chat  : 

Then  a  country  life. 

And  the  vital  air, 

Sun-ihine,  and  the  lark's 

Melodious  voice; 
With  a  Fa,  Ja,  la,  la, 
Would  furely  be  my  choice. 

On  a  bank  of  flow*rs, 

I  would  build  my  houie. 
With  windows  finely  faih'd  ; 

Neat  furniture  I'd  have. 

Not  fine,  yet  fit  for  uie  ; 
The  walls  with  woodbind  grac'd. 

Near  a  good  green  wood, 

On  a  river  fide  : 

There  I  would  retire, 

There  I  would  abide, 
With  a  fa  h,  &c. 
And  live  to  fame  deny'd. 

Cffnty  TIB  BT  andfonjy  NE  L  LT, 
Tune,    Tii?fy  Fowler  in  the  Glen. 

TIBBY  has  a  flore  o'  charms, 
Her  genty  ihape  our  fancy  warms; 
How  Grange ly  can  lier  fma'  white  arms 

G  3  Fetter 
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Tetter  the  ïad  who  looks  bat  at. her  j 
Frae  'er  ankle  to  her  ilender  wafte, 

Thefe  fweets  conceal'd  invite  to  davvt  hers 
Her  rofy  che^k,  and  riiing  breaft, 

Gar  ane's  mouth  guih  bowt  fa'  o'  water» 

Nelly's  griwfy,  faft  and  gay, 
Freih  as  the  iucken  flowers  in  May  j 
Ilk  ane  that  fees  her,  crys,  ah  hey. 

She's  bonny  !  O  I  wonder  at  he*-. 
The  dimples  of  her  chin  and  check. 

And  limbs  fae  plump,  invite  to  dawt  her  f 
Her  lips  iae  fwcet,  and  skin  fae  fieek, 

Gar  mony  mouths,  befide  mine,  water» 

Now  ftrikc  my  finger  in  a  bore. 
My  wyibn  with  the  maiden  ihore, 
Gin  I  can  tell  whilk  I  am  for. 

When  theiè  twa  ftars  appear  the  githero 
O  love  i  why  doft  thou  gie  thy  lires 

Sae  large,  while  we're  oblig'd  to  neitheï  j 
Our  fpacious  fauls  immqnfe  deilrcs, 

And  ay  be  in  a  hankferin  fwither» 

Tibby's  ihape  and  airs  are  fine. 
And  Nelly's  beauties  are  divine  ; 
But  fince  they  canna  bait  h  be  minej' 

Ye  gods,  give  ear  to  my  pelitioHj 
Provide  a  good  lad  for  the  tane, 

But  let  it  be  with  this  proviiionj 
Ï  get  the  other  to  my  lane, 

in  profpcdl  puino  and  fruition. 


^í  this  grove  my  Strephon  walkt. 
Here  he  lov'd,  and  there  he  talkt, 
]tkie  he  iov'd,  &c, 

in 
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In  this  place  his  lofs  I  prove. 
A  fad  remembrance  of  our  love, 
Oh  !  fad  remembrance  of  my  love. 
In  this  grove  my  Strephon  ftray'd. 
Here  he  fmil'd,  and  there  betray' d  ; 
Here  he  fmil'd,  Sic. 
Every  whifpering  breeze  can  tell, 
How  I,  poor  I,  believing,  fell  ; 
Ah  !  by  too  foon  believing,  fell. 

By  this  ftream  my  Strephon  mov'd. 

Here  he  fiing,  and  there  he  lov'd  ; 

Here  he  fung,  &c. 

Every  ftream  and  every  tree, 

Cries  out,  perfidious  cruel  he^; 

And  helplefs  poor  forfaken  ilie. 

On  this  bank  my  Strephon  lean'd, 

A  lovely  foe,  but  faithiefs  friend  ; 

A  lovely  foe,  &c. 

Ye  erdant  banks,  each  ftream  and  grove, 

Once  j03'ous  fcenes,  now  difmal  prove, 

Since  Strephon's  falfe  to  me  and  love. 


THE  IV  H  IT  E  JOCK,  by  J.Drydeiu 

WHY  fliou'd  a  foolifli marriage  vow. 
Which  long  ago  was  made. 
Oblige  us  to  each  other  now. 
When  paifion  is  decay 'd  ? 
We  lov'd  and  we  Icv'd 
h  s  long  as  we  cou'd, 
Till  love  was  lov'd  out  of  us  both  : 
But  our  marriage  is  dead 
When  the  pieafure  is  fíed  ; 
'Twas  pieafure  firft  made  it  an  oath» 

IÎ 


(    So    ) 

If  I  have  pkafures  for  a  friend, 

And  further  love  in  (tore, 
What  wrong  has  he  whofe  joys  did  end, 
And  who  cou'd  give  no  more  j 
'Tis  amadnefs  that  he 
Shou'd  be  jealous  of  me. 
Or  that  I  ihou'd  bar  him  of  another  ; 
For  all  we  can  gain, 
Is  to  give  ourfelves  pain. 
When  neither  can  hinder  the  other. 


CUPID,  God  of  pleaiing  anguiih, 
Teach  th'  enamour'd  fwain  to  languifli. 
Teach  him  fierce  deiires  to  know. 
Heroes  wou'd  be  loft  in  ilory, 
Did  not  love  infpire  their  glory. 
Love  does  all  that's  great  below. 


The  auld Man's  heft  J RGU M E NT. 

Tune,  Widotv,   are  you  wakin, 

OWha's  that  at  my  chamber  door  I 
"  Fair  widow  are  you  waking  ?'* 
Auld  carl,  your  fuit  give  o'er. 
Your  love  lyes  a'  in  tawking  : 
Gie  me  the  lad  that's  yoimg  and  tight, 

Sweet  like  an  April  meadow  ; 
*Tis  lie  as  he  can  blefs  the  fight, 
And  bofom  of  a  widow. 

''  O  widow,  wilt  thou  let  me  in, 

'*  I'm  pawky,  wife  and  thrifty, 
^  And  come  of  a  right  gentle  kin  | 
\  ^  Vm  little  mair  than  iiftyo" 
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Daft  carl,  dit  your  mouth. 

What  fignifies  how  pawky, 
Or  gentle  born  ye  be, bot  youth; 

In  love  you're  but  a  gawky, 
"  Then  widow,  let  thefe  guineas  fpeak, 

'<  That  powerfully  plead  clinkin, 
«  And  if  they  fail,  my  mouth  I'll  fteek, 

*'  And  nae  mair  love  will  think  on/* 
Thefe  court  indeed,  I  maun  confefs, 

I  think  they  make  you  young,  Sir, 
And  ten  times  better  can  exprefs 

AfFedion,  than  your  tongue,  Sir. 


WHAT'S  THAT  TO  YOUl 

Tune,   The  glancing  of  her  J^ron, 

MY   Jeany  and  I  have  toiPd 
The  live  lang  fimmer  day, 
'Till  v/e,  amaift,  were  fpoiled** 

At  making  of  the  hay  : 
Her  curchy  was  of  holiand  clear, 

Ty'd  on  her  bonny  brow, 
I  whifper'd  fomething  in  her  ear  ; 
But  v/hat's  that  to  you  ? 

Her  ftocklngs  were  of  kerfy  green, 

As  light  as  ony  iilk  : 
O  iic  a  leg  was  never  feen, 

Her  skin  was  white  as  milk  ! 
Her  hair  was  black  as  ane  cou'd  wiih. 

And  fweet,  fweet  was  her  mou  ; 
Oh  !  Jeany  daintylie  can  kifs  ; 

But  what's  that  to  you  ? 

The  rofe  and  lilly  baith  combine. 
To  make  my  Jeany  fair. 


There 
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There  îs  nae  bennifon  like  mine, 

I  have  amaift  nae  care  ; 
Only  I  fear  my  Jeany's  face, 

May  caufe  mae  men  to  rue, 
And  that  may  gar  me  fay,  Alas  ! 

But  what's  that  to  you  ? 

Conceal  thy  beauties,  if  thou  can 

Hide  that  fweet  face  of  thine. 
That  I  may  only  be  the  man 

Enjoys  thefe  looks  divine. 
O  do  not  proftitute,  my  dear. 

Wonders  to  common  view, 
And  I  with  faithful  heart  ihall  fwearj, 

For  ever  to  be  true. 

King  Solomon  had  wives  enew, 

And  mony  a  concubine  ; 
But  I  enjoy  a  blifs  mair  true, 

His  joys  were  ihort  of  mine  ; 
And  Jeany's  happier  than  they, 

She  feldom  wants  her  due  ; 
All  debts  of  love  to  her  I  pay, 

And  what's  that  to  you  ? 


JENNY  NETTLES. 

SAW  ye  Jenny  Nettles, 
Jenny  Nettles,  Jenny  Nettles^ 
Saw  ye  Jenny  Netties, 

Coming  frae  the  market  ; 
"Bag  and  baggage  on  her  back,  \i^,; 

Her  fee  and  bountith  in  her  lap  5 
Bag  and  baggage  on  her  back, 
And  a  baby  in  her  oxter. 

I  met  ayont  the  cairny, 
Jenny  Nettles,  Jenny  Nettles, 

Sing- 
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Singing  till  her  bairny, 

Robin  Rattle's  baftard  ; 
To  flee  the  dool  upo'  the  flool. 

And  ilka  ane  that  mocks  her. 
She  round  about  feeks  Robin  out^ 

To  flap  it  in  his  oxter. 

Fy,  fy  !  Robin  Rattle, 

Robin  Rattle,  Robin  Rattle  5 
Fy,  fy  !  Robin  Rattle, 

Ufe  Jenny  Kettles  kindly  : 
Score  out  the  blame,  and  fliun  the  ihamCj 

And  without  mair  debate  o't. 
Take  hame  your  wain,  make  Jenny  fain, 

The  lecl  and  leefome  gate  o't. 


The  yelkiv   hair'd  L  A  D  I E, 

'HE  yellow  hair'd  laddie  fat  down  on  yon  brae. 
Cries,  milk  the  ews,  laffie,  let  nane  of  them  gae } 
And  ay  flie  milked,  and  ay  ihe  fang. 
The  yellow  hair'd  laddie  ihall  be  my  goodman. 
And  ay,  &c. 

The  weather  is  cauld,  and  my  claithmg  is  thin. 

The  ews  are  new  clipped,  they  winna  bught  in  5 

They  winna  bught  in,  tho'  I  fliou'd  die, 

O  yellow  hair'd  laddie,  be  kind  to  me. 

They  winna,  &c. 

The  goodwife  cries  but  the  houfe,  Jenny,  come  benj 

The  cheefe  is  to  mak,  and  the  butter's  to  kirn. 

Tho'  butter,  and  cheefe,  and  a'  fiiou'd  four, 

I'll  crak  and  kifs  wÍ'  my  love  ae  hafF  hour  ; 

It's  ae  half  hour,  and  we's  e'en  mak  it  three, 

For  the  yellow  hair'd  luddie  my  husband  ihall  be. 


Tuae, 
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Tune,  0  dear  Mother,  what  jhall  1  do  ? 

O  Dear  Peggy,  love's  beguiling, 
We  ought  not  to  truft  his  fmiling, 
Better  far  to  dc  as  I  do. 

Left  a  harder  Îuck  betide  you. 
Lailes  when  their  fancy's  carried, 

Think  of  nought  but  to  be  married  ; 
Kunning  to  â  life  deftroys 

Heartfome,  free,  and  youthfu' joys. 


NANNY  bluilies  when  I  woo  her. 
And,  with  kindly  chiding  eyes, 
Faintly  fays,  I  iliall  undo  her. 

Faintly,  O  forbear,  ihe  cries  ; 
But  her  breafts  when  I  am  preiTing, 

When  to  hers  my  lips  I  join, 
Warm'd,  ihe  feemsto  taftethe  bleíRng, 
And  her  kiifes  anfwer  mine. 


Tune,  Mucking  o/Geordy'j  fyer, 

THE  laird,  who  in  riches  and  honour 
Wad  thrive,  ihould  be  kindly  and  free, 
Kor  rack  the  poor  tenants,  who  labour 

To  rife  aboon  poverty  : 
Elfe,  like  the  pack  horfe  that's  unfother'd 
And'burden'd,  will  tumble  down  faint; 
Thus  virtue  by  hardíliip  is  fmother'd, 
And  rackers  aft  tine  their  rent. 
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Tune,  Leith-uyn.L 

WERE  I  aflbr'd  you'll  confiant  prove. 
You  fhould  nae  mair  complain, 
The  eafy  maid  befet  with  love, 

Few  words  will  quickly  gain  ; 
For  I  muft  own,  now  fince  you're  free. 

This  too  fond  heart  of  mine 
Has  lang,  a  black-fole  true  to  thee, 
Wiih'd  to  be  pair'd  with  thine. 

I'm  happy  now,  ah  !  let  my  head 

Be  on  thy  breaft  reclin'd  ; 
The  pleafure  ftrikes  me  near-hand  dead  Î 

Is  Jenny  then  fae  kind  ? 

O  let  me  brifs  thee  to  my  heart  ! 

And  round  my  arms  entwine  : 
Delytful  thought  ;  we'll  never  part  ! 

Come  prefs  thy  mouth  to  mine. 

Tune,  Bonny  grey-eyd  morn, 

THE  bonny  grey-eyed  morning  begins  to  peep^ 
And  darknefs  flies  before  th^  rifing  ray, 
The  hearty  hynd  ftarts  from  his  lazy  ileep. 
To  follow  healthful  labours  of  the  day. 
Without  a  guilty  fting  to  wrinkle  his  brow. 

The  lark  and  the  linnet  tend  his  levee,  ' 
And  he  joins  their  concert,  driving  his  plow^ 
From  toil  of  grimace  and  pageantry  free. 

"While  flufter'd  with  wine,  or  madden'd  with  lofs. 

Of  half  an  eftate,  the  prey  of  a  main, 
The  drunkard  and  gamefter  tumble  and  tofs, 

Vv  iiliing  for  calmnefs  and  flumber  in  vain  : 
Be  ray  portion  health,  andquietnefs  of  mind, 

Plac'd  at  due  diftance  from  parties  and  ilate. 
Where  neither  ambition,  nor  avarice  blind. 

Reach  him  who  has  happinefs  link'd  to  his  fate. 

Vol.  !!•  Ji  THS 
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THE    BRAES    OF   YARROW, 

By  Mr.  IV.  HAM  ILTO  N. 

A.TJUSK  ye,  busk  ye,  my  bonny  bonny  bride, 

j3   Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  my  winfom  marrow, 
Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  my  bonny  bonny  bride, 
And  think  nae  mair  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow.' 

B.   Where  gat  ye  that  bonny  bonny  bride  ? 
Where  gat  ye  that  winfom  marrow  ? 

A.  I  gat  her  where  I  duril  nae  weil  be  feen, 
Puing  the  birks  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow. 
Weep  not,  weep  aot,  my  bonny  bonny  bride, 
"Weep  not,  weep  not,  my  winfom  marrow, 
Kor  let  thy  heart  lament  to  leive 

Puing  the  birks  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow. 

B.  Why  does  ihe  weep,  thy  bonny  bonny  bride  ? 
Why  does  ihe  weep,  thy  winfom  marrow  ? 

And  why  dare  ye  nae  mair  weil  be  feen 
Puing  the  birks  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow  ? 

A.  Lang  maun  flie  weep,  lang  maun  ihe,  maun  flie 
JLang  maun  flie  weep  with  dule  and  forrow,     (weep, 
And  lang  maun  I  nae  mair  weil  be  feen 
Puing  -the  birks  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow. 

For  flic  has  tint  her  lu  ver,  luver  dear, 
Her  luver  dear,  the  caufe  of  forrow, 
And  I  haveilain  the  comlieft  fwain 
Tliût  e'er  pu'd  birks  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow. 

Why  runs  thy  (beam,  O  Yarrow,  Yarrow,  red  ? 
Why  on  thy  braes  heard  the  voice  of  forrow  I 
And  why  yon  melancholious  weeds 
Hung  on  the  bonny  birks  of  Yarrow  ? 

What  yonder  floats  on  the  rueful,  rueful  fludc  ? 
What's  yonder  floats  I  O  dule  and  forrow  I 

TÍ3 
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'Tis  he,  the  comely  fwahi,  Î  flew 
Upon  the  duleful  braes  of  Yarrow. 
Walh,  O  waih  his  wounds,  his  wounds  in  tears, 
His  wounds  with  tears,  with  dule  and  forrOv/, 
And  wrap  his  limbs  in  mourning  weeds, 
j^nd  lay  him  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow. 
Then  build,  then  build,  ye  lifters,  filters  fad, 
Ye  filters  fad,  his  tomb  with  forrow. 
And  weep  around,  in  waeful  wife, 
His  helplefs  fate  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow. 
Curfe  ye,  curfe  ye,  his  ufelefs,  ufelefs  fhiclj. 
My  arm  that  wrought  the  deed  of  forrow. 
The  fatal  fpear  that  pierc'd  his  breait. 
His  comely  breait,  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow. 

Did  I  not  warn  thee  not  to,  not  to  hie. 
And  warn  from  fight  ?  but  to  my  forrow, 
O'er  rafhiy  bald,  a  Itronger  arm 
Thou  met'it,  and  fell  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow. 

Sweet  fmells  the  birk,  green   grows,  green  grows  the 

Yellow  on  Yarrow's  bank  the  gowan,  Cg^afs, 

Fair  hangs  the  apple  frae  the  rock, 

Sweet  the  wave  of  Yarrow  flowan. 

Flows  Yarrow  fweet,  as  fweet,  as  fweet  flows  Tweed» 

As  green  its  grafs,  its  gowan  yellow. 

As  fweet  fmells  on  its  braes  the  birk. 

The  apple  frae  its  rocks  as  mellow. 

Fair  was  thy  luve,  fair,  fair,  indeed,  thy  luve, 

In  flowry  bands  thou  him  didft  fetter  ; 

Tho  he  was  fair,  and  well  beluv'd  again. 

Than  me,  he  never  lu'd  tliee  better. 

Busk  ye,  then  busk,  my  bonny  bonrty  bride. 

Busk  ye,  busk  ye,    my  winfom  marrow, 

Busk  ye,  and  lue  me  on  the  banks  of  Tweed, 

And  think  nac  mair  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow. 

H  2  How 
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C.  How  can  I  busk  a  bonny  bonny  britle  ? 
How  can  T  busk  a  winfom  marrow  ? 
How  lue  him  on  the  banks  of  Tweed, 
That  ilew  my  luve  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow  ? 

0  Yarrow  fields,  may  never,  never  rain, 
Nor  dew  thy  tender  bloiïbms  cover, 

For  there  was  bafely  flahi  my  luvc, 
My  lave,  as  he  had  not  been  a  lover. 

The  boy  put  on  his  robes,  his  robes  of  green. 
His  purple  veit,  'twas  my  awn  feuing, 
x\h  !  wretched  me,  I  little,  little  keud, 
He-  was  in  thefe  to  meet  his  ruin. 

The  boy  took  out  his  milk-white,  milk-white  ileed, 

Unheedful  of  my  dulc  and  forrow, 

But  e'er  the  toofal  of  the  night, 

He  lay  a  corpfe  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow. 

Much  I  rejoic'd,  that  waeful,  waeful  day, 

1  fang,  my  voice  the  woods  returning. 
But,  lang  e'er  night,  the  fpear  was  flown 
That  flew  my  luve,  and  left  me  mourning. 

What  can  my  barb'rous,  barb'rous  father  do. 

But  with  his  cruel  rage  purfue  me  ? 

My  luver's  blood  is  on  thy  ipear  ; 

ÎÎOW  can'il  thou,  barb'rous  man,  then  woo  me  ? 

My  happy  lifters  may  be,  may  be  proud. 

With  cruel  and  ungentle  fcofiing, 

May  bid  me  feek,  on  Yarrow  braes. 

My  lu  ver  nailed  in  his  coflin. 

My  brother  Douglas  may  upbraid. 

And  ftrive  with  threatning  words  to  muve  mc# 

My  luver's  blood  is  on  thy  fpear. 

How  canft  thou  ever  bid  me  luve  thee  ? 

Yes,  yes,  prepare  the  bed,  the  bed  of  luve. 

With  bridal  ftieets  my  body  cover, 

Unbar, 
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Unbar,  ye  bridal  maids,  the  door, 

Let  in  the  expeded  husband  lover. 

But  who  the  expeded  husband,  husband  is  ? 

His  hands,  mc  thinks,  are  bath'd  in  flaughter. 

Ah  me  !  what  ghaftly  fpe<ilrc's  yon 

Gome's  in  his  pale  ihroud,  bleeding  after  ? 

Pale  as  he  is,  here  lay  him,  lay  him  down, 

O  lay  his  cold  head  on  ray  pillow  ; 

Take  afT,  take  aif  thefe  bridal  weeds, 

And  crown  ray  careful  head  with  willow. 

Pale  tho'  thou  art,  yet  beft,  yet  beil  beluv'd, 

O  could  my  warmth  to  life  reilore  thee  ; 

Yet  lye  all  night  between  my  breifts  ; 

No  youth  lay  ever  there  before  thee. 

Pale,  pale,  indeed,  O  lovely,  lovely  youth  ! 
Forgive,  forgive  fo  foul  a  ilaughter. 
And  lye  all  night  between  my  breifts  ; 
No  youth  ihali  ever  ly  there,  after. 

A.  Return,  return,  O  mournful,  mournful  bride. 
Return,  and  dry  thy  ufelefs  forrow, 
Thy  luver  heeds  nought  ofthyiighs, 
Heiyes  a  corpfe  on  the  braes  of  Yarrow. 


PRETTY  parrot,  fay,  when  I  was  away. 
And  in  dull  abfence  paît  the  day, 
What  at  home  was  doing  ? 
With  chat  and  play 
We  were  gay, 
Night  and  day, 
Good  chear  and  mirth  renewing; 
Singing  laughing  all  like  prett}^,  pretty  poll. 

Was  no  fop  fo  rude,  boldly  to  intrude, 
And  like  a  faucy  lover  wou'd 

Court  ^nd  teafe  my  lady  ? 
H  3 
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A  thing  you  know, 
Made  for  fhow, 
Caird  a  beau, 
Near  her  was  always  ready, 
Ever  at  her  call,  like  pretty,  pretty  poll. 

Tell  me,  with  what  air  he  approach'd  the  faifj 
And  how  ilie  could  with  patience  bear 
All  he  did  and  utter'd  ? 
He  mil  addrefs'd. 
Still  carefs'd, 
kiis'd  and  prefi'd, 
Sung,  prattl'd,  laugh'd  and  fluttered  î 
Well  receiv'd  in  all,  like  pretty,  pretty  poll. 
Did  he  go  away,   at  the  clofe  of  day, 
Or  did  he  ever  ufe  to  ftay 

In  a  corner  dodging  ? 
The  want  of  light, 
When  'twas  night, 
Spoil'd  my  fight  ; 
But  I  believe  his  lodging 
Was  within  her  call,  like  pretty,  pretty  poil. 


IF  'tis  joy  to  wound  a  lover, 
How  much  more  to  give  him  eafe  ; 
When  his  paffion  we  difcover, 

Oh  !  how  pleaiing  'tis  to  pleafe  ! 
The  blifs  returns,  and  we  receive 
Tranfports  greater  than  we  give.    - 


SINCE  Belinda  is  my  foe. 
To  fome  defart  I  will  go  ; 
Some  river 
For  ever 
Shall  echo  my  woe  i  The 
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The  trees  Hiall  appear 
More  relenting  than  her. 

In  the  morning 

Adorning 
Each  leaf  with  a  tear. 
To  the  rocks,  all  alone, 
"When  I  make  my  fad  moan. 

From  fome  hollovr 

Shall  follow 
Some  pitiful  groan  : 
But  with  fiJent  difain 
She  requites  all  my  pain, 

To  my  mourning 

Returning 
Mo  anfvver  again. 
Ha  !  SelinJa,  adieu  ? 
When  I  ceafe  to  purfue. 

You'll  difcovcr 

No  lover 
Was  ever  ib  true  : 
Yet  'tis  better  to  run 
From  fate  we  can't  ihuri;, 

Than  for  ever 

Endeavour 
What  cannot  be  won. 


CAN  love  fmcere,  devoid  of  art, 
Lefs  joy  or  blifs  beftow  ; 
Becaufe  the  hand  goes  with  the  hearty 

Shou'd  that  create  our  woe  ? 
Tho'  Hymen's  torch  bums  often  dim, 

'Tis  not  poor  Hymen''s  fault  ; 
He  ne'er  defign'd  his  nymphs  or  fwalnë 

Should  traffick,  or  be  bought.  But 
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But  Platus,  foe  to  generous  love, 

Its  ruin,  curfe  and  bane, 
Kefolv'd  that  gold  fhould  only  gain 

The  youthful  nymph  and  fvvain. 
Thus,  riches  join  unequal  pairs, 

Negleding  care  and  rule  ; 
The  ugly  to  the  blooming  fair. 

The  witty  to  the  fool. 

Let  íeníe  and  merit  fix  your  choice, 
Good  nature  too  fliou'd  aid  ; 

Attend  to  truth's  unerring  voice, 
And  let  not  wealth  perfuade  : 

A  partner,  thus,  by  reafon  choie. 
Your  tendernefs  repays  ; 

3Sfo  change,  no  fetters  will  impofe, 

,   Bat  foothe  your  nights  and  days. 


r HE  FORSAKEN  NTMPH, 

Guardian  Angels,  now  prote(5l  me, 
Send  to  me  the  fwain  I  love  ; 
Cupid,  iv'ith  thy  bow  diredi  me, 
Aid  me,  all  ye  powers  above. 
Bear  him,  my  fighs,  ye  gentle  breezes, 

Tell  him  I  love,  and  I  defpair  ; 
Tell  him  I  grieve,  fay,  'tis  for  him  I  live, 

O  may  the  ihepherd  be  fincere.  .    * 

Through  the  ihady  grove  I'll  wander. 

Silent  as  the  bird  of  night  ; 
Kear  the  brink  of  yonder  fountain, 

Firfl  Leander  bieft  my  fight. 
"Wifcnefs,  ye  groves,  and  falls  of  water. 

Echoes,  repeat  the  vows  he  fwore,  '*f 

Can 
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Can  he  forget  me,,  will  he  negle(il  me, 
Shall  I  never  fee  him  more  ?, 

Does  he  love,  and  yet  forfake  me, 

To  admire  a  nymph  more  fair .' 
If 'tis  fo,  I'll  wear  the  willow. 

And  efteem  the  happy  pair. 
Some  lonely  cave  I'll  make  my  dwelling, 

Ne'er  more  the  cares  of  life  purfue  ; 
The  lark  and  philomel  ihali  only  hear  me  tell 

What  makes  me  bid  the  world  adieu. 


rHE  MAID'S  HUSBAND. 

GENTLE  in  perfonage,  conduit  and  equipage, 
Noble  by  heretage,  generous  and  free  ; 
Brave,  not  romantick,  learn'd,  not  pedantick  ; 
Froiick,  not  frantick,  this  muft  be  he. 

Honour  maintaining,  meannefs  difdaining  ; 
Still  entertaining,  engaging  and  new  ; 
Neat,  but  not  finical-,  fage,  but  not  cynical; 
Never  tyrannical,  but  ever  true. 


THE  FORSAKEN  MAID. 
Tune,  Tvieed-fide, 

FOND  echo,  forbear  thy  light  ftrain. 
And  heedfully  hear  a  loft  maid  ; 
Go,  tell  the  falle  ear  of  the  fwain, 

How  deeply  his  vows  have  betrayMî 
Go,  tell  him,  what  forrows  I  bear  \ 

See  yet  if  his  heart  feels  my  woe  ; 
*Tis  now  he  muft  heal  my  defpair. 

Or  death  will  make  pity  too  ilow.  WHEN 
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\I7"fíEN  I  furvey  Clarinda's  charm?, 

Folded  within  my  circling  arras; 
What  endlefs  pleafures  move  along. 
Nobly  fofr,  and  fweetly  ilrong  1 
Every  fmile  envites  to  love. 

Balmy  kiiîês, 

Amorous  bJiiîès, 
Every  riling  charm  improve. 
Immortal  blifs,  that  ne'er  will  cloy, 
Always  attends  her  Angel  form  ; 
Soitefl  repofe,  and  blooming  joy. 
In  her  confpire  the  foul  to  charm  ; 
All  that  can  joy  or  love  create, 

Beauteous  blelfing, 

Pail  expreiling, 
Round  the  tender  fair  one  wait. 

Love  on  her  breaft  lias  fix'd  his  throQC, 
And  Cupid  revels  in  her  eyes  ; 
Who  can  the  charmer's  pow'r  dilbwn, 
When  in  each  glance  an  arrow  flies  ? 
Yet,  when  wounded,  we  feel  no  pain  i 

No,  'tis  pleafure 

Above  meafure. 
Raptures  flow  in  ev'ry  vein. 


THE    D  IFF  IDE  NT  LOFER, 

WHEN  Chloe  was  by  Damon  Ceen, 
What  heart  could  be  unmov'd  Í 
She  look'd  fo  like  the  Cyprian  queen, 
He  gaz'd,  admir'd  and  lov'd  : 

He 
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He  lov'J,  alas  !  but  lov'd  in  vain, 
And  full  of  grief  and  care  ; 

He  knew  he  never  cou'd  obtain 
Tiie  lovely  charming  fair. 

Cbloe  deferv'd  a  better  fvvain, 

He  not  fo  fair  a  bride  ; 
Yet  ftill  he  hugg'd  the  fatal  chain, 

He  lov'd,  defpair'd  and  dy'd  : 
Take  pity,  then,  thou  charming  maid. 

For  Chloe''s  cafe    is  thine  ; 
I  dare  not  ask,  fo  much  I  dread, 

Lead  Damon's  fate  be  mine. 


THE  wanton  god,    that  pierces  hearts. 
Dips  in  gall  liis  pointed  darts  ; 
But  the  nymph  difdains  to  pine, 
Who  bathes  the  wound  with  rofy  wine. 

Farewell  lovers,  when  they're  cloy'd, 
ïf  I'm  fcorn'd  becaúfe  enjoy'd, 
Sure  the  fqueamifli  fops  are  free 
To  rid  me  of  dull  company. 

They  have  charms,  whilft  mine  can  plea^, 
Î  love  t1iem  much,  but  more  my  eafe  ; 
No  jealous  fears  my  love  moleil:, 
Kor  faithlefs  vows  ihall  break  my  refl:. 

Why  ihou'd  they  ever  give  me  pain, 
Who  to  give  me  joy  difdain  ? 
All  I  hope  of  mortal  man, 
Ss  to  love  me — -whilft  he  can. 


Tune, 
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Tune,  BarherinVs  Minuet, 

THINK,  when  to  pleafure  the  fports  do  invite  you. 
Time's  on  the  wing,  and  is  fleeting  away  ; 
And,  as  the  bright  feafon  of  youth  does  excite  yoQ, 
Crown  the  dear  moments  with  mirth  whiift  you  may. 
As  time  approaches  by  kindly  advances, 
With  truly  graceful,  and  free  open  fancies. 
Of  fongs,  and  brisk  dances,  entreat  him  to  ftay  ; 
His  golden  treafure,  then  prudently  meafure  ; 
Let  innocent  pailime  and  virtue  delight  you  ; 
Virtue  and  Innocence  always  are  gay. 
Thofe  who  inherit  fuch  fweetnefs  of  fpirit, 
Live  and  enjoy  true  delights  ev'ry  day. 


MIRA 

SAY,  Mira,  "v^'hy  is  gentle  love, 
A  ftranger  to  that  mind, 
That  pity  and  efteem  can  move. 
Which  can  be  juft  and  kind  ? 

Is  it,  becaufe  you  fear  to  know 

The  ills  which  iove  moleft. 
The  tender  care,  the  anxious  fear. 

Which  racks  the  ani'rous  breail? 

Alas  !  by  fome  degrees  of  woe, 

We  ev'ry  blifs  obtain  : 
The  heart  can  ne'er  a  tranfport  knoW, 

Which  never  felt  a  paia. 

Ko 
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NO  more  will  I  my  paiHon  hide, 
Tho'  too  prefuming  it  appear 
Wlien  long  defpair,  a  heart  has  try'd, 

What  other  torments  can  it  fear  ? 
Unlov'd  by  her,  I  wou'd  not  live, 

ÎNor  die  till  ihe  the  fentence  give. 
Why  fliou'd  the  fair  offended  be, 

If  virtue  charms  in  beauty's  drefs  ? 
If,  where  ib  much  divine  I  fee, 

My  open  vows  the  faint  confefs  :• 
Awak'd  by  wonders  in  her  eyes, 

My  former  idols  I  defpife. 


NO,  no,  'tîs  in  vain  in  this  tu rlxi lent  town> 
To  expeâ  eithef  pleafure  or  reft; 
To  hurry  and  nonfenfe  Rill  tying  us  down, 
'Tis  an  overgrown  prifon  at  beft. 
.  *Tis  an,  &c. 

From  hence,  to  the  country  eicape  and  away. 
Leave  the  crowd  and  the  buftle  behind  j 

And  then  you'll  fee  liberal  nature  difplay 
À  thou^nd  delights  to  mankind. 

The  change  of  the  ftafons,  the  íports  of  the  fields^ 

The  fweetly  diverfify'd  fcene  ; 
The  groves  and  tlie  gardens!  and  every  thing  yields 

A  chearfulnefs  ever  ferene. 

Here,  iar  fi-om  ambition  and  avarice  free, 

My  days  may  I  quietly  fpend  ; 
WhiliV  the  cits  and  the  courtiers,  unenvyM  by  me. 

May  gather  up  weahh  without  eçd. 

Vol.  II.  I  No, 


(    pS    ) 

Ko,  î  thank  'em,  I  would  not,  to  add  to  my  flore, 

M/  peace  and  mj'  freedom  refign  ; 
For  who,  for  the  iake  of  poiTefllng  the  ore, 

Would  be  fentenc'd  to  dig  in  the  mine  ? 


HAPPY  is  a  country  l\fe\  happy  is  a  country  h'fe' 
Bleil  with  content,  good  heahh  and  eafe  ; 
Free  from  fa^ious  noife  and  fti  ife. 

We  only  plot  ourfelves  to  plcafe  : 
Peace  of  mind  our  days  delight, 
And  love  our  welcome  dreams  at  night* 
Peace  of,  &c. 

Hail  !  green  fields  and  ihady  woodsv. 

Hail  !  cryftal  ftr^^s.that  ftill  rm  pure, 
ííature's  uncorrupte^coàd»,  i 

Where  virtue  on  1  y  awe [l£  fee ure  : 
Free  from  vice,  and  fre^JB||  care , 
Age  has  no  pain,  nor  youth  a  fnarê. 

WHEN  at  my  nymph's  devoted  feet, 
Love  bids  me  all  my  woes  repeat, 
Love  bids,  &c. 
Obedient  I  the  god  obey, 
I  figh,  I  weep,  complain  and  pray; 
In  vain  I  figh,  in  vain  implore, 
The  tealing  fair  ilill  cries,  encore, 

O  Paphian  queen,  propitious  prove, 
Incline  her  heart  to  mc  and  love  ; 
Then,  when  incirled  in  her  arms. 
Panting  I'd  rifle  all  her  charms  ; 
May  ihe  in  melting  founds  implore, 
And  cry,  dear  Strephon ,  Oh  !  encore. 


Bj 
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By  Mr.  Blacklock. 

Tune,  The  braes  of  Baîantyne. 

BEneath  a  green  fliaJe,  a  lovely  young  fwaiii 
One  evening  rcclin'd  to  tlifcover  his  pain  ; 
S(j  fad,  yet  Co  fweetiy  he  warbled  his  woe, 
The  wind  ceus'd  to  breathe,  and  the  fountains  to  flow  ; 
Rude  winds,  with  compaflion,  could  hear  him  complain, 
Yet  Chloe,  lefs  gentle,  was  deaf  to  his  drain. 
How  happy,  he  cry'd,  my  moments  once  flew. 
E'er  Chloe's  bright  charms  firil  flaih'd  in  my  view  ; 
Thofe  eyes  then,  witli  pieafure,  the  dawn  could  furvey, 
ISor  fmil'd  the  fair  morning  more  chearful  than  they  » 
"^QW  fcenes  of  diftrefs  pleafe  only  my  fight, 
I'm  tortur'd  in  pieafure,  and  languifti  in  light. 

Through  changes,  in  vain,  relief  I  purfue, 
All,  all  but  confpire  my  griefs  to  reneiw  ; 
From  fun-ihine  to  Zephyrs  and  fhades  we  repair. 
To  fun-ihine  v;e  fly  from  too  piercing  an  air  : 
But  love's  ardent  fever  burns  always  the  fame  ; 
No  winter  can  cool  it,  no  fummer  inflame. 

But  fee  the  pale  moon,  all  clouded,  retires. 
The  breezes  grow  cool,   not  Strephon's  defires  : 
I  fly  from  the  dangers  of  tern  pert  and  wind. 
Yet  nouriih  the  madnefs  that  preys  on  my  mind  ; 
Ah,  wretch  !  how  can  life  be  worthy  thy  care. 
To  lengtlien  its  moments,  but  lengthens  defpair  ? 


I  Seek  not  at  once  in  a  female  to  find 
The  form  of  a  Venus,   with  Pajlas's  mind  ; 
Let  the  girl  that  I  love  have  but  prudence  in  view. 
That,  tho'  flie  deceive,  I  may  fliil  tliink  her  true. 

I  2  Be 
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^    Be  her  perfon  not  beauteous,  but  p leafing  and  clean. 
Let  her  temper  be  cloudlefs,  and  open  her  mein  ; 
By  fdly,  ill  ruiture,  or  vanity  led, 
Nor  indebted  to  paint  for  white  or  for  red. 
Her  tongue,  that  dread  weapon  of  mort;  of  her  fex. 
Be  cmploy'd  to  delight  us,  and  not  to  perplex  ; 
Let  her  not  be  too  bold,  nor  frown  at  a  jell. 
For  prudes  I  defpife^  and  coquets  I  deteft. 

May  lier  humour  the  tafte  of  the  company  hit. 
Not  affcifledly  wife,  nor  too  pert  with  her  wit  ; 
Go  find  out  the  girl  that  is  form'd  on  my  plan. 
And  ril  love  her  for  ever,-— -I  mean,  if  I  can. 


WHEN  firft  by  fond  Damon,  Flavilia  was  feen. 
He  ilightly  regarded  her  air  and  her  mein; 
The  charms  of  her  mind  he  alone  did  commend, 
Not  warm  as  a  lover,  bui  cool  as  aíiiend'  ; 
From  friendAiip,  not  paillon,  his  raptures  did  move, 
And  the  fwain  bragg'd  liis  heart  was  a  ftranger  to  love. 

New  charms  he  difcover'd,  as  more  ihe  was  known  -, 
Her  face  grew  a  wonder,  Ixîr  taíle  was  his  own-  ; 
Her  manners  were  gentle,  her  fenfe  was  refin'd, 
And  Oil  !  what  dear  virtues  beam'd  forth  m  her  mind  i 
But  ftill  for  the  fanétion  of  friendihip  he  ftrove. 
Till  a  iigh  gave  the  onaen,  imd  ihew'd  it  was  love. 
Now  proud  to  be  conquered,  he  lighs  for  the  fair  ; 
Crows  dull  to  all  pleafure,  but  being  with  her,. 
He's  mute,  while  his  heart-fh-ings  arc  ready  to  breaks 
And  fear  of  offending  forbids  himv  to  Ipcak, 
And  wanders,  a  willing  example  to  prove, 
That  friendihip  to  woman  is.  íiílci"  to  love. 

A 
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A  íover  thus  conquer'd  can  ne'er  give  offence, 
Not  a  dupe  to  her  fmiies,  but  a  fiave  to  her  fenie  ; 
His  paillon  nor  wrinkles,  nor  age  can  allay, 
Since  founded  on  that  which  can  never  decay  ; 
And  time,  that  will  beauty's  fliort  empire  remove, 
Increaiing  her  reafon,  incrcaies  his  love. 


LORD  HENRY  AND  KATHARINE* 

IN  ancient  times,    in  Briton's  ifle, 
Lord  Henry  well  was  known, 
Nor  knight  in  ail  the  land  more  fam'd^, 

Or  more  defcrv'd  renown  : 
His  thoughts  on  honour  always  run, 

He  ne'er  cou'd  bow  to  love. 
No  nymph  in  all  the  land  had  charms 
His  frozen  heart  to  move. 

Amongft  the  nymphs  where  Katharine  came. 

The  faireft  face  fhe  fhows, 
She  was  as  bright  as  morning  fun, 

And  fweeter  than  the  roie  : 
Although  fhe  was  of  mean  degree, 

She  daily  conquefts  gains  ; 
For  ne'er  a  youth  who  her  beheld 

Efcap'd  her  powerful  cnains. 

But  foon  her  eyes  their  luftre  loft. 

Her  cheek  grew  pale  and  wan, 
A  pining  feiz'd  her  lovely  form. 

And  cures  were  all  in  vain  : 
The  ficknefs  was  to  all  unknown 

That  did  the  fair  one  waite, 
Her  time  in  fighs  and  floods  of  tears. 

And  broken  il  u  fibers  pa  ft. 

i  3  Once 
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Once  in  a  dreani  fiie  cry'd  aloud, 

Oh  Het^ry  !  I'm  undone, 
Ob  cruel  fate  I  oh  wretched  maid  ! 

Thy  love  muil:  ne'er  be  knowa  ! 
Such  is  the  fate  of  womankind, 

They  muft  the  truth  conceal, 
I'll  die  ten  thoufand,  thoufand  deaths». 

E're  I  my  love  reveal. 

A  tender  fri  end,  that  wntch'd  the  fair,. 

To  Henry  hy'd  away. 
My  lord,  fays  (he,  we've  found  the  caufe 

Of  Katharine's  quick  decay  Î 
She  in  a  dream  the  fecret  told^ 

Till  now  no  mortal  knew  : 
Alas  Î  (he  now  expiring  lyes. 

And  dies  for  love  of  you  ! 

The  gen'rous  Henry'^s  foul  was  touch'dj, 

His  heart  began  to  flame, 
Ah,  poor  uiiliappy  maid  !   he  cry'd. 

Yet  I  am  not  to  blame  : 
Ah  Katharine  !  too,  too  modeil  maid^ 

Thy  love  I  never  knew  ; 
I'll  eafe  your  pain  :  and  fwift  as  wind 

To  her  bed-fide  he  flew. 
Awake!  awake!  he  foîidly  cry'd. 

Awake!  awake  !  my  dear; 
Jf  Í  had  only  guefs'd  your  love. 

You  ne'er  had  ihed  a  teac  j 
'T'js  Henry  calls,  complain  no  more, 

Renew  thy  wonted  charms; 
I  come  to  fave  thee  from  defpair,. 

And  take  thee  to  my  arms. 

Thefe  words  reviv'd  the  dying  fair, 

She  raisM  her  drooping  head,  And 
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And  gazing  on  the  long-lov'd  youths 

Slie  llaríed'  from  the  bed, 
Around  his  neck  her  arms  ihe  flung, 

In  extafy,   and  cried, 
"Will  you  be  kind  î  will  you  indeed  ? 

JMy  love  !-— and  Co  ihe  died. 


YE  nymphs,  and  ill  van  gods, 
That  love  green  fielcis  and  woods. 
When  ipring,  newly  born,  herfelf  does  adoia 
With  flowers  and  blooming  buds  ; 
Come  iing  in  the  praife,  while  flocks  do  graze 

On  yonder  pleafing  vale. 
Of  thofe  that  chuie  to  milk  their  ews, 
And  in  cold  dews,  with  clouted  ihoes 
To  carry  the  milking-pail. 

You  gpddefs  of  the  morrî, 

With  blufhes  you  adorn, 
And  take  the  freih  air,  whil'ft  linnets  prepare 

A  confort  on  each  green  thorn  r 
The  black-bird  and  thruih  on  every  builîj. 

And  the  charming  nightingale^ 
In  merry  vein  their  throats  do  ftrain, 
1  0  entertain  the  jolly  train 

Of  thoie  of  the  milking-paiL 

When  cold  bleak  winds  do  roar. 

And  flow'rs  will  fpring  no  more, 
The  fields  that  were  fecn  fo  pleafant  and  green,. 

With  winter's  all  candyM  o'er. 
See  how  the  town  lafs  looks  with  her  white  face, 

iLnd  her  lips  fo  deadly  pale  : 


But  it  IS  not  fo  with  thofe  that  go 
Thro'  froft  and  fnow,  with  cheeks  that  glow. 
And  carry  the  milking-pail. 

The  mifs  of  courtly  mold, 

Adorn'd  with  pearl  and  gold, 
With  waihes  and  paint  her  skin  does  íb  taint. 

She's  withered  before  /he's  old  : 
"While  ihe  of  commode  puts  on  a  cart-load. 

And  with  cuihions  plumps  her  tail, 
What  joys  are  found  in  ruihy  ground, 
Young,  plump  and  round,  nay.  fweet  and  found. 

Of  thofe  of  the  milking-j^ail. 

You  girls  of  Venus  game, 

That  venture  health  and  fame, 
In  prailifmg  feats,  with  cold  and  heats. 

Make  lovers  grow  blind  and  lame  : 
If  men  were  fo  wife  to  value  the  prize 

Of  the  wares  moil  fit  for  the  fale, 
W^hat  flore  of  beaux  would  dawb  their  cloatbSj 
To  fave  a  nofe,  by  following  of  thole 

Who  cany  the  milking-pail. 

The  country  lad  is  free 

From  fears  and  jealoufie, 
Whilil  upon  the  green  he  is  often  Ceen 

With  his  lafs  upon  his  knee  •, 
With  kilTes  moil  fweet  he  doth  her  fo  treat. 

And  fwears  ihe'll  never  grow  ilale  ; 
But  the  London  lafs,  in  every  place. 
With  brazen  face,  defpifes  the  grace 

Of  thofe  of  the  milking-paii. 


Tune, 


Tune,  Leader-haugbs, 

THE  mom  was  fair,  faft  was  the  air. 
All  nature's  fweets  were  fpringing  % 
The  buds  did  bow  with  íllver  dew, 

Ten  thoufand  birds  were  finging  : 
When  on  tlie  bent,  with  blyth  contend 

Young  Jamie  fang  his  marrow, 
Nae  bonnier  iafs  e'er  trod  the  grafs 

On  I-eader-haughs  and  Yarrow. 
How  fweet  her  face,  where  every  grace 

In  heavenly  beauiy^s  planted  ; 
Her  fmiling  een,  and  comely  mein» 

That  nae  perfeftion  wanted  j 
I'll  never  fret,  nor  ban  my  fate» 

But  blefs  my  bonny  marrow  : 
If  her  dear  fmile  my  doubts  beguile. 

My  mind  ihall  ken  nae  forrow. 
Yet  tho'  file's  fair,  and  has  full  iharc 

Of  every  charm  inchanting. 
Each  good  turns  ill,  and  foon  will  kill 

Poor  me,  if  love  be  wanting^ 
O  bonny  Iafs!  have  but  the  grace 

To  think  e'er  ye  gae  further, 
Your  joys  maun  flit,   if  you  commit 

The  cryisig  fm  of  murder. 
My  wand'ring  ghaift  will  ne'er  get  reiï>, 

And  night  and  day  afíiight  ye  ; 
But  if  ye're  kind,  with  joyful  mind, 

I'll  ftudy  to  delight  ye  •, 
Our  years  around  with  love  thus  crown'd^ 

From  all  tilings  joy   fliall  borrow  i 
Thus  none  ihall  be  more  bleil  than  we^ 

On  Leader-haughs  and  Yanow. 

O 
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O  fweeteíl  Sue!  'tis  only  you 

Can  make  life  worth  my  wiilies. 
If  equal  love  your  mind  can  move 

To  grant  this  bed  of  bliflcs. 
Thou  art  my  fun,  and  thy  lead  frowa 

Would  blaft  me  in  the  bloíTom  : 
But  if  thou  lliine,  and  make  me  thine, 

I'll  flouriih  in  thy  bofom. 
'  ■  -~ 

CRO  MLET'  S  LILT. 

SINCE  all  thy  vows,  falfe  maid,  are  blown  to  air. 
And  my  poor  heart  betray'd  to  fad  defpair, 
Into  fome  wildernefs,  my  grief  I  will  exprcfs, 
And  thy  hard  heartednefs,  O  cruel  fair. 
Have  I  not  graven  our  loves  on  every  tree, 
In  yonder  fpreading  groves,  tho'  falfe  thou  be  ? 
Was  not  a  iblemn  oath  plighted  betwixt  us  both. 
Thou  thy  faith,  I  my  troth,  confiant  to  thee  ? 
Some  gloomy  place  I'll  find,  fomc  doleful  ihade. 
Where  neither  fun  nor  wind  e'er  entrance  had  : 
Into  that  hollow  cave,  there  will  I  iigh  and  rave. 
Since  thus  thou  doft  behave,  'twill  make  me  mad. 
Wild  fruit  ihall  be  my  meat,  I'll  drink  the  fprin^ 
Cold  earth  fliall  be  my  feat  ;  for  covering 
I'll  have  the  ftarry  sky,  my  head  to  canopy, 
Until  my  foul  on  high  ihall  fpread  its  wing. 
I'll  have  no  funeral  fire,  no  tears  for  me, 
No  grave  do  I  deiire,  nor  obiequies  : 
The  courteous  Red-bread  he  with  leaves  will  cover  me. 
And  iing  my  elegy  with  doleful  voice. 
And  when  a  ghoft  I  am,  I'll  vifit  thee, 
O  thou,  deceitful  dame,  whofe  cruelty 
Kas  kill'd  the  kinded  heart  that  e're  felt  Cupid's  dart. 
And  never  can  defert  from  loving  thee, 

Tune, 
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Tune,  O'er  the  Mulr  to  Maggp 

AND  I'll  o'er  the  Muir  to  Maggy, 
Her  wit  and  fvvectnefs  call  me  ; 
Then  to  my  fair  I'll  fhow  my  mind. 

Whatever  may  befall  me. 
If  Ihe  love  mirth,  I'll  learn  to  fing  ; 

Or  likes  the  Nine  to  follow, 
I'll  lay  my  lugs  in  Pindus'  fpring, 
And  invocate  Apollo. 

If  (he  admire  a  martial  mind, 

I'll  iheathe  my  limbs  in  armour; 
If  to  rhe  foft^r  dance  inclin'd. 

With  gayelt  airs  I'll  charm  her  ; 
If  ihe  love  grandeur,  day  and  night 

I'll  plot  my  nation's  glory, 
Find  favour  in  my  prince's  fight. 

And  ihine  in  future  ftory. 

Beauty  can  wonders  work  with  eafe. 

Where  wit  is  correfponding  j 
And  braveft  men  know  beft  to  pleaÎè, 

With  complaifance  abounding; 
My  bonny  Maggy's  love  can  turn 

Me  to  what  iliape  ihe  pleafes, 
If  in  her  breaft  that  flame  ihall  burn, 

Wiiich  in  my  bofom  blazes. 


OWaly,  waly  up  the  bank. 
And  waly  waly  down  the  brae, 
And  waly,  waly  yon  burn-fide. 

Where  my  love  and  I  were  wont  to  gac. 
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I  lean'd  my  back  unto  an  aik, 

I  thought  it  was  a  trufty  tree. 
But  firft  it  bow'd  and  fyne  It  brak, 
Sae  my  true  love  did  ligl-nly  me. 
G  waly,  waly  gin  love  be  bonny, 
A  little  while  whan  it  is  new. 
But  whan  'tis  auld  it  waxeth  cauld. 

And  fades  awa  like  the  morning  dew* 
O  wherefore  ihou'd  I  busk  my  head  ? 

O  wherefore  ihou'd  I  kame  my  hair  Í 
For  my  true  love  has  me  foribok. 

And  fays  he'll  never  loe  me  mair, 
Now  Arthur-feat  ihall  be  my  bed, 

The  iheets  ihall  ne'er  be  fyl'd  by  me. 
Saint  Anton's  well  ihall  be  my  drink, 

Since  my  true  love  has  forfaken  me. 
Martinmas  wind,  when  wilt  thou  blaw. 

And  ihake  the  green  leaves  aíTthe  tree  ? 
O gentle  death,  when  wilt  thou  come  ! 

For  of  my  life  I  s.m  weary. 
'Tis  not  the  froft  that  freezes  fell. 

Nor  blawing  fnaw's  inclemency  ; 
'Tis  not  Ec  cauld  that  makes  me  cry, 

But  my  love's  heart  grown  cauld  to  me> 
When  we  came  in  by  Glafgow  town. 

We  were  a  comely  fight  to  ice  ; 
My  love  was  clcd  in  black  velvet, 

/\nd  I  my  fell  in  cramafie. 
But  had  I  wift  before  I  kifs't. 

That  love  had  been  fae  ill  to  win, 
rd  lock't  my  heart  in  a  cafe  of  gold. 

And  pin'd  it  with  a  filver  pin. 
Oh,  oh  !  if  my  young  babe  were  born. 

And  fet  upon  the  nurfe's  knee. 
And  I  my  fell  were  dead  and  gane, 

for  a  maid  again  I'll  never  be.  Tune, 
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_Tune,  Valiant  Jocky. 

BEAUTY  from  fancy  takes  its  arms, 
And  ev'ry  commoH  face  fome  breaft  may  move^. 
Some  in  a  look,  a  ihape,  or  air  Tnd  charms, 

To  juilify  their  choice,  or  boaft  their  love. 
But  had  the  great  Apelles  feen  that  face, 

When  he  the  Cyprian  goddefs  drew. 
He  had  negleded  all  the  female  race, 

Thrown  his  firfl:  Venus  by,  and  copied  you. 
In  that  defign 

Great  nature, would  combine, 
To  fix  the  ilandard  of  her  facred  coin  ; 
The  charming  figure  hadenhanc'd  his  fame, 
And  ihrines  been  rais'd  to  Seraphina's  name. 

But  fmce  no  painter  e'er  could  take 

That  face  which  baffles  all  his  curious  art  ; 
And  he  that  ftrives  the  bold  attempt  to  make. 

As  well  might  paint  the  fecrets  of  the  heart  ; 
O  happy  glafs,  I'll  thee  prefer. 

Content  to  be  like  thee  inanimate, 
Since  only  to  be  gaz'd  on  thus  by  her, 
A  better  life  and  motion  would  create. 
Her  eyes  would  infpire. 
And  like  Prometheus'  fire, 
At  once  inform  the  piece  and  give  defire  ; 
The  charming  phantom  I  would  grafp,  and  flic 
O'er  all  the  orb,  though  in  that  moment  die. 
Let  meaner  beauties  fear  the  day, 

.Whofe  charms  are  fading,  and  fubmit  to  time  j 
The  graces  which  from  them  it  fteals  away. 
It  with  a  laviih  hand  ÍB11  adds  to  thine. 
The  gord  of  love  in  ambuih  lyes. 

And  with  his  arms  furrounds  the  fair, 
^e  points  his  conqu'ring  arrows  in  thefe  eyes, 
Then  hangs  a  fliarpen'd  dart  at  every  hair. 
Vol.  II.  K  As 
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As  with  fatal  skill, 

Turn  which  way  you  will, 

Like  Eden's  flaming  fword,  each  way  you  kllU 

So  rip'ning  years  improve  rich  nature's  ftorc. 

And  gives  perfeélion  to  the  golden  ore. 


IF  love*s  a  fwect  palTIon,  why  does  it  torment  ? 
If  a  bitter,  O  tell  me  whence  comes  my  complaint  ? 
Since  I  fuíTer  with  pleafure,  why  ihould  I  complain, 
Or  grieve  at  my  fate,  fince  I  know  'tis  in  vain  ? 
Yet  fo  pleaiing  the  pain  is,  fo  ibft  is  the  dart. 
That  at  once  it  both  wounds  me,  and  tickles  my  heart. 

i  grafp  her  hands  gently,  look  ianguiihing  down. 
And  by  pailionate  illence  I  make  my  love  known  ; 
But  oh  !  how  I'm  blefs'd,  when  fo  kind  ihe  does  prove, 
l>y  fome  willing  miilake  to  difcover  her  love  ; 
\Vhen,  in  ftriving  to  hide,  flie  reveals  all  her  flame. 
And  onr  eyes  tell  each  other  what  neither  dare  name. 

How  pleaiing  is  beauty  ?  how  fweet  are  the  charms  ? 
How  delightful  embraces  ?  how  peaceful  her  arms  ? 
Sure  there's  nothing  fo  eafy  as  learning  to  love  ; 
'Tis  taught  us  on  earth,  and  by  all  things  above  ; 
And  to  beauty's  bright  ftandard  all  heroes  muft  yield, 
For  'tis  beauty  that  conquers,  and  keeps  the  fair  field/ 


THE  gypfies  came  to  our  good  lord's  gate. 
And  v/ow  but  they  fang  fweetly  ; 
They  fang  fae  fweet,   and  fac  very  compleat, 
TJut  down  came  the  fair  lady. 

AncT 
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And  Úie  came  tripping  down  the  ftaîr,- 

And  a'  her  maids  before  her  ; 
As  foon  as  they  faw  her  well-far'd  face. 

They  cooft  the  glaraer  o'er  her. 

Gae  tak  frae  me  this  gay  mantile, 

And  bring  to  me  a  plaidie  ; 
for,  if  kith  and  kin  and  a'  had  fworn, 

I'll  follow  the  gipiie  laddie. 

Yeftreen  I  lay  in  a  well-made  bed, 

And  my  good  lord  befide  me  ; 
This  night  I'll  ly  in  a  tenant's  barn. 

Whatever  iliall  betide  me. 

Oh  ]   come  to  your  bed,  fays  Johny  Faa, 

Oh  !  come  to  your  bed,  my  deary  ; 
For  I  vow  and  fwear  by  the  hilt  of  my  fword^ 

That  your  lord  ihall  nae  mair  come  near  yc. 

Î'U  go  to  bed  to  my  Johny  Faa, 

And  I'll  go  to  bed  to  my  deary  ; 
For  I  vow  and  fwear  by  what  paft  yeÎlreen, 

That  my  lord  ftiall  nae  mair  come  near  me, 

I'll  mak  a  hap  to  my  Johny  Faa, 

And  I'll  mak  a  hap  to  my  deary  ; 
And  he's  get  a'  the  coat  gaes  round, 

And  my  lord  fliall  nae  mair  come  near  me. 

And  when  our  lord  came  hame  at  e'en, 

And  fpeir'd  for  his  fair  lady, 
The  tane  ihe  cry'd,  and  the  other  reply'd. 

She's  away  with  the  gypfie  laddie. 

Gae  faddle  to  me  the  black,  black  fteed, 

Gae  faddle  and  make  him  ready  ; 
Before  that  I  either  eat  or  fleep, 

I'll  gae  feek  my  fair  lady. 

K  2  Antl 
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And  we  were  fifteen  well  made  men^ 
Altho'  we  were  nae  bonny  ; 

And  we  were  a'  put  down  but  ane, 
For  a  young  wanton  lady. 


WHY  fo  pale  and  wan,  fond  lover  ? 
Prithee,  why  fo  pale  ? 
Will,  when  looking  well  can't  move  her. 
Looking  ill  prevail  ? 
Prithee,  why  fo  pale  ? 

Why  fo  dull  and  mute,  young  finner  ? 

Prithee,  why  fo  mute  ? 
Will,  when  fpeaking  well  can't  win  her  Î 

Saying  nothing  do't  ? 

Prithee,  why  fo  mute  ? 
Quit,  quit  for  ihame  ;  this  will  not  move, 

This  cannot  take  her  ; 
If  of  herfelf  flie  will  not  love. 

Nothing  can  make  herr 

The  devil  take  her. 


COME  gentle  god  of  foft  repoie, 
And  lull  my  foul  to  reft  ; 
In  thy  embraces  let  me  lofe 

The  pangs  that  rack  my  breaft  t 
Arife,  ye  dear  deceits,  arife, 

And,  drefl:  in  Damon's  form. 
My  long  expeéling  wiíhing  eyes 
With  his  refemblance  charm. 

Thefe  melting  founds  ftill  let  me  hear, 

That  did  his  flame  impart  ; 
Tliat  bleft  with  love  my  liil'ning  ear. 

And  picrc'd  my  yielding  heart. 

Why 
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Why  roam  my  thoughts  on  pkaiing  eaíe. 

Which  only  dreams  beftow  ; 
For,  Oh  !  whene'er  the  morn  appears, 

I  wake  to  real  woe. 
Th'  envious  light,  from  my  fad  eyes, 

Draws  ev'ry  joy  away; 
With  night  the  lovely  phantom  jBies^ 

And  leaves  me  loft  in  day  : 
If  waking  then  I  am  diftreft, 

And  pleafure's  fled  with  him; 
In  fleeping  could  I  ftill  be  bleft. 

Let  life  be  all  a  dream. 


1"*  00  late  for  redrefs,  and  too  foon  for  my  eaie, 
I  faw  you,  I  lov'd,  and  I  wilh'd  I  cou'd  pleale^ 
I  fancy'd  your  eyes  read  the  language  of  mine  ; 
And  faw  my  love's  image  refledled  on  thine  ; 
The  flatterer  hope  to  my  ruin  led  on, 
And  taught  me  to  judge  of  your  heart  by  my  own  ; 
Self  love,  to  my  wilh,  was  at  hand  to  perfuade. 
That  my  love  was  return'd,  and  my  friendihip  repaid» 
But,  wak'd  from  this  dream,  'tis  with  anguiih  I  find. 
Words  and  looks  were  but  civil,  which  once  I  thought 

kind  ; 
Its  colour  no  longer  falfe  fancy  will  lend. 
To  form  the  fond  lover,  or  image  the  friend. 
Be  ftill  my  poor  heart,  or  beat  thee  to  reft  j 
I'll  drive  this  tormentor,  this  love,  from  mybreaftj 
I'll  break  the  gay  bauble  my  fancy  has  made. 
And  punjih  the  heart  felf-love  has  betray'd. 


K3  THE 
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THE   CRiriCAL  MINUTE^ 

YOU  fay  you  love,  and  twenty  more 
Have  figh'd  and  faid  the  fame  before  ;  ^ 
But  yet  I  fwear,  I  can't  tell  how, 
I  ne'er  believ'd  a  man  till  now. 

'Tis  ftrange  how  I  fhou'd  credit  give 
To  words,  I  know  that  words  deceive, 
And  lay  my  better  judgement  by, 
To  trull:  my  partial  ear  and  eye. 

'Tis  ten  to  one  I  had  deny'd 
Your  fuit,  had  you  to-morrow  try'd  ; 
But-faith,  unthinkingly,  to-day, 
My  heedlcfs  heart  has  gone  aitray. 

To  fetch  it  back  wou'd  give  you  pain, 
Perhaps  the  itruggle  too  were  vain  ; 
I'm  indolent,  fo  he  that  gains 
My  heart,  may  keep  it  for  his  pains. 


Tune,  LovisgodJsJs  /■'.'  a  myrtle  grove. 

"^fekT  OW  fpring  begins  her  fmiling  round, 

(3^    And  laviih  paints  th' enamel'd  ground  5 
The  birds  now  lift  their  chearful  voice, 
And,  gay,  on  every  bough  rejoice  ; 
The  lovely  graces  hand  in  hand. 
Knit  fail  in  love'^s  eternal  band, 
"Witli  early  ilep,  at  morning  dawn. 
Tread  lightly  o'er  the  dewy  lawn. 
Where'er  the  youthful  iifters  move. 
They  lire  the  foul  xo  genial  love  ; 
Mow,  by  the  river's  painted  ilde. 
The  fwain  delights  his  cplintry  bride  i 

.Whlîi- 
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While  pleasM,  flie  hears  his  artlefs  vows^ 
Each  bird  his  feather'd  confort  woos  ; 
Soon  will  the  ripen'd  futmmer  yield 
Her  various  gifts  to  every  field. 

The  fertile  trees,  a  lovely  ihow  ! 
With  ruby-tindlur'd  birth  ihall  glow  ; 
Sweet  fmells  from  beds  of  lilies  born 
Perfume  the  breezes  of  the  morn  : 
The  fmiling  day  and  dewy  night 
To  rural  fcenes  my  fair  invite, 
With  fummer  fweets  to  feaft  her  eye  ; 
Yet  foon,  foon  will  the  fummer  fly. 

Attend,  my  lovely  maid,  and  know 
To  profit  by  th'  inftrudiive  ihow. 
Now  young  and  blooming  thou  appears 
All  in  the  flourifli  of  thy  years  : 
The  lovely  bud  ihall  foon  difciofe 
To  every  eye  the  bluihing  rofe  ; 
Now,  now  the  tender  ftaik  is  feen 
With  beauty  freih,  and  ever  green. 

But  when  the  funny  hours  are  paît, 

Think  not  the  coz'ning  Icene  will  laft  ; 

Let  not  the  flattVer  hope  perfuade. 

Ah  !  mufl:  I  fay,  that  it  will  fade  ? 

For  fee  the  fummer  flies  away, 

Sad  emblem  of  our  own  decay  ! 

Kow  winter  from  the  frozen  north 

Drives  fwift  his  iron  chariot  forth  ; 

His  grizly  hands  in  icy  chains, 

Fair  Tweda's  iilver  itreani  conflirains, 

Cail  up  thy  eyes,  how  bleak  and  bare 

He  wanders  on  the  tops  of  Yare  ; 

IBehold  his  footiteps  dire  are  feen 

Confefl:  o'er  ev*ry  with'ring  green  : 

Griev'd  at  the  fight,  when  thou  ihalt  fee 

A  Ihowy  wreath  to  clothe  each  tree,  Pie« 
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Frequenting  now  the  ftream  no  more. 
Thou  flies,  difpleas'd,  the  frozen  ihore, 
When  thou  ihaltmifs  the  flow'rs  that  grew 
But  late,  to  charm  thy  raviih'd  view  j 
Then  ihall  a  iigh  thy  foul  invade. 
And  o'er  thy  pleafures  cait  a  ihade  : 
Shall  I,  ah  horrid  !  wilt  thou  fay, 
Be  like  to  this  fome  other  day  ? 

Yet  when  in  fnow  and  dreary  frofl: 
The  pleafure  of  the  fields  is  loft, 
To  blazing  hearths  at  home  we  run. 
And  fires  fupply  the  diilant  fun  ; 
In  gay  delights  our  hours  employ, 
And  do  not  lofe,  but  change  our  joy. 
Happy  !  abandon  every  care, 
To  lead  the  dance,  to  court  the  fair. 
To  turn  the  page  of  facred  bards. 
To  drain  the  bowl,  and  deal  the  cards. 
In  cities  thus  with  witty  friends, 
In  fmiles  the  hoary  feafon  ends. 
But  when  the  lovely  white  and  red 
Fron)  the  pale  aihy  c'-""^''  '^  Bed, 
Then  wrinkles  dire,  and  age  fevere, 
Make  beauty  fly  we  know  not  where. 
The  fair,  whom  fates  unkind  difarm. 
Ah,  muft  they  ever  ceafe  to  charm  I 
Or  is  there  left  fome  pleafing  art 
To  keep  fecure  a  captive  heart? 
Unhappy  love  !  may  lovers  fay, 
Beauty,  thy  food,  does  fwift  decay  ; 
When  once  that  ihort-liv'd  ftock  is  ípent^ 
What  is't  thy  famine  can  prevent  ? 
Lay  in  good  fenfe  with  timely  care, 
That  love  may  live  on  wifHom's  faire  ' 
Tho'  extafy  with  beauty  fiies, 
£fteem  is  bora  when  beauty  die?, 

Happy 
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Happy  the  man  whom  fates  decree 
Their  richeft  gift  in  giving  thee  ; 
Thy  beauty  iha'.l  his  youth  engage, 
Thy  vvifiom  ihall  delight  his  age. 


Tune,  Peggy  y  I  mujl  love  thee, 

BENEATH  a  beech's  grateful  iliade. 
Young  Colin  lay  complaining-. 
He  iigh'd,  and  fcem*d  to  love  a  maid, 

Without  hopes  of  obtaining: 
For  thus  the  fwain  indulg'd  his  grief, 

Tho'  pity  cannot  move  thee, 

Tho  thy  hard  heart  gives  no  relief, 

Yc-t,  Peggy,  I  mufl  love  thee. 

Say,  Peggy,  what  has  Colin  done. 

That  thus  you  cruelly  ufe  him  ? 
If  love's  a  fault,  'tis  that  alone, 

For  which  you  ihould  excufe  him: 
^Twas  thy  dear  felf  firft  rais'd  this  flame^ 

This  fire  by  which  I  languiih  ; 
'Tis  thou  alone  can  quench  the  fame» 

And  cool  its  fcorching  anguiih. 

For  thee  I  leave  the  fportive  plain, 

Where  ev'ry  maid  invites  me  ; 
For  thee,  fole  caufc  of  all  my  pain. 

For  thee,  that  only  flights  me  : 
This  love,  that  fires  my  faithful  heart^ 

By  all  but  thee's  commended. 
Oh  !  would  thou  ait  fo  good  a  part. 

My  grief  would  then  be  ended. 

That  beauteous  breaft,  fo  foft  to  feel, 
Seem'd  tendernefs  all  over, 


Yet 
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Yet  il  defends  thy  heart  like  fteel, 
'Gainft  thy  defpairing  lover. 

Alas  !  tho'  it  ihould  ne'er  relent, 
Nor  Colin's  care  e'er  move  thee. 

Yet,  'till  life's  lateft  breath  is  fpent. 
My  Peggy,  I  muft  love  thee. 


Tune,  Cow  Jen-hows, 

WHEN  fummer  comes,  the  fvvains  on  Tweeá 
Sing  their  fuccefsful  loves. 
Around  the  ews  and  lambkii^s  feed, 
And  muiic  fills  the  groves. 

But  my  lov'd  fong  is  then  the  broom 

So  fair  on  Cowden-knows  ; 
For  fure,  fo  fweet,  fo  foft  a  bloom, 

Elfewhere  there  never  grows. 
There  Colin  tun'd  his  oaten  reed. 

And  won  my  yielding  heart; 
Ko  íhepherd  e'er  that  dwelt  on  Tweed, 

Could  play  with  half  fuch  art. 
He  fung  of  Tay,  of  Forth,  and  Clyde, 

The  hills  and  dales  all  round, 
Of  Leader-haughs,  and  Leader-fide, 

Oh  !  how  I  blefs'd  the  found. 

Yet  more  delightful  is  the  broûm 

So  fair  on  Cowden-knows  ; 
For  fure  fo  freih,   fo  bright  a  bloom, 

Elfewhere  there  never  grows. 

Not  Tiviot  braes,  fo  green  and  gay, 

May  with  this  broom  compare. 
Not  Yarrow  banks  in  "flow'ry  May, 

Nor  th'  buih  aboon  Traquair.  ^ 
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More  pleaílng  far  are  Cowden-knows, 

My  peaceful  happy  home. 
Where  I  was  wont  to  milk  my  ews, 

At  e'en  among  the  broom. 
Ye  powers,  that  haunt  the  woods  and  plains 

Where  Tweed  and  Tiviot  flows, 
Convey  me  to  the  beft  of  fwains, 

And  my  lov'd  Cow^den-knows. 


Tune,  Spinn'tng-tvheel, 

AS  I  Îàt  at  my  fpinning  wheel, 
A  bonny  lad  was  paifrng  by: 
I  view'd  him  round,  and  lik'd  him  weel. 
For  trouth  he  had  a  glancing  e3'^e. 
My  heart,  now  panting,  'gan  to  Çtoi^ 
But  ftiii  I  turn'd  my  fpinning  wheel. 

With  looks  all  kindnefs  he  drew  near, 
And  Hill  mair  lovely  did  appear; 
And  round  about  my  flender  wade 
He  clasp'd  his  arms,  and  me  embracM  : 

To  kifs  my  hand,  fyne  down  did  kneel. 

As  I  fat  at  my  fpinning  wheel. 

My  milk-white  hands  he  did  extol. 
And  prais'd  my  fingers  lang  and  fmall. 
And  faid,  there  was  nae  lady  fair 
That  ever  cou'd  with  me  compare. 

Thefe  words  into  my  heart  did  ileal. 

But  ilill  I  turnM  my  fpinning  wheel. 

Altho'  I  leemingly  did  chide. 

Yet  he  wad  never  be  deny'd, 

But  ftill  declared  his  love  the  mair, 

Vnú\  my  heart  was  v»'oanded  fair:  That. 
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That  I  my  love  cou'd  fcarce  conceal, 

Yet  ftill  I  turn'd  my  fpinning  wheel. 
My  hanks  of  yam,  my  rock  and  reel, 
My  vvinnels  and  my  fpinning  wheel, 
He  bid  me  leave  them  all  with  fpeed, 
And  gang  with  him  to  yonder  mead  : 

My  yielding  heart  Grange  flames  did  feel. 

Yet  llill  I  turn'd  my  fpinning  wheel. 

About  my  neck  his  arm  he  laid, 
And  whifper'd,  rife,  my  bonny  maid, 
And  with  me  to  yon  hay-cock  go, 
I'll  teach  thee  better  wark  to  do. 

In  trouth,  I  loo'd  the  motion  weel, 

And  loot  alane  my  fpinning  wheel. 
Amang  the  pleafant  cocks  of  hay, 
Then  with  my  bonny  lad  I  lay  ; 
^Vhat  lalfie,  young  and  faft  as  I, 
Cou'd  fic  a  handfome  lad  deny  ? 

Thcfe  pleafures  I  cannot  reveal, 

That  far  furpaft  the  fpinning  wheel. 

Tune,  Peggy,  I  muji  love  thee. 

AS  from  a  rock,  pail  all  relief. 
The  ihipwrackt  Colin  fpying 
His  native  foil,  o'ercome  with  grief, 

Half  funk  in  waves,  and  dying  : 

"With  the  next  morning  fun  he  fpies 

A  ihip,  which  gives  unhop'd  furprife, 

Kew  life  fprings  up,  he  lifts  his  eyes 

With  joy,   and  waits  her  motion. 

So  when  by  her  wliom  long  I  lov'd, 

I  icorn'd  was,  and  deferred, 
Low  with  dcfpair  my  fpirits  mov'd. 

To  be  for  ever  parted  :  Th; 
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Thus  droopt  T,  till  diviner  grace, 
I  found  in  Peggy's  mind  and  face; 
Ingratitude  appcar'd  then  bafe, 

But  virtue  more  engaging. 
Then  now,  fince  happily  I've  hit» 

I'll  have  no  more  delaying  ; 
Let  beauty  yield  to  manly  wit, 

We  lofe  ourfelves  in  (laying: 
I'll  hafte  dull  courtiliip  to  a  clofc, 
Since  marriage  can  my  fears  oppoie  : 
Why  fhould  we  happy  minutes  lofe, 

Since,  Peggy,  I  mufl:  love  thee. 

en  may  be  fooliili,  if  they  pleafe, 
And  deem't  a  lover's  duty. 
To  figh,  and  facrifice  their  eafe, 

Doating  on  a  proud  beauty: 
Such  was  my  cafe  for  many  a  year, 
Still  hope  fucceeding  to  my  fear, 
Falfe  Betty's  charms  now  difappear. 
Since  Peggy's  far  outfiiine  them. 


THE  INVITATJOISr. 

COME,  love,  let's  walk  by  yonder  fprîng, 
Where  we  may  hear  the  blackbird  fing, 
The  robin  red-breafi:  and  the  thrufh. 
And  nightingale  in  thorny  buíh, 
The  mavis  fweetly  carroling; 

This  to  my  love,   this  to  my  love,  content  will  bring. 
See  where  the  nymph,  with  all  her  train, 
Comes  skipping  through  the  park  amain, 

Voi..  ii.  la  hVià 
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And  in  this  grove  flie  means  to  flay, 

At  barley-breaks  to  fport  and  play  ; 

"Where  we  may  fit  us  down,  and  fee 

Fair  beauty  mixt,  fair  beauty  mixi  with  chaftity. 

In  yonder  dale  are  finefl:  flow'rs, 

With  mony  pleafant  fhady  bow'rs, 

A  purling  Í3rook,  whofe  fil  ver  ft  reams 

Are  beautified  with  Phœbus'  beams  ; 

AVhich  ileal  out  thro'  the  trees  for  fear, 

Becauie  Diana,  becaufe  Diana  bathes  her  there. 

All  her  delight  is,    as  you  fee, 

This  way  to  fport  and  here  to  be, 

Dclyting  in  this  calor  fpring, 

Only  to  bathe  her fclf  therein, 

Until  Aûcon  her  efpy'd  ; 

Then  to  the  thicket,  then  to  the  thicket  did  ilie  glide* 

And  there  by  magick  art  ihe  wrought, 

And  in  her  heart  flie  thus  bethought, 

With  fecrct  fpeed  away  ta  flee, 

Awd  he  a  hart  was  turn'd  to  be; 

Becauie  he  follow'd  Diana^s  train, 

His  life  he  loll,  his  life  he,  loft,    her  love  to  gain. 


I  Had  a  'lolly  hawk,  and  a  tearfel  of  my  own,  Fal,  &c. 
Came  from  as  good  an  airy  as  ever  yet  was  known  j 
Fal,  &c.    ^ 
He  was  but  newly  enter' d,  when  that  it  came  to  pais 
He  k\\  in  love  with   a  foleU  goofe  and  flew  into  the 
^afs,  Fai,  &c, 

■  -  When 
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When  he  arrived  there,  the  goo^  to  hini  did  fay, 
I  pray,  good  mailer   tearfel,  what  brought  yoa  here 

away  ? 
To  which  the  tearlel  anfwer'd,   I'm  come  to  get  an  egg 
Wiih  you,  fvveet  mllbefs  goofe,  if  you'Jl    pleafe  to-  iitc 

your  leg. 
The  jealous  foJen  gander  put  on  an  angry  face, 
I  pray,  good  mailer  tearfel,  I  redd  you  Jeave  this  place  ; 
If  you  don't  do  it  quickly,   your  flay  you  fhall  repent,,- 
Wou-'d  you  fpoil  our  brood  of  folen  geeie,  and  vex  fb6 

Preiident, 

To  which  the  tearfel  anfwer'd,  I  dinna  care  a  f—U 
Gin   ye  winna  len  me  your  wife,  I'll  had  ixie  wi'  a 

fcart  -, 
Ye  may  keep  her  to  ye're  fel,  but  ye  needna  look  fae 
^^  fierce, 

For  I'll  kifs  and  clap  my  fcart,  and  ye  may  kifg  my 

a-fe. 

YeVe  ieamaws  and  tamie  norfes  into  my  bed  I'll  take. 
Nor  will  I  fparc  a  marror,  nor  yet  a  kitty-weake, 
Neither  goofe  nor  fandy  lavfock,  nor  whuup  fhall  e'er 

gae  free. 
But  ev'ry  bird  into  the  Bafs  íhaíl  lay  an  egg  to  me. 

The  iblen  gooie  offended  to  hear  him  crack  ike  crouíe^ 

Says  ye're  a  curfed  liar,  fir,  as  I'm  a  folen  goofe  ; 

For  if  you  do  but  touch  a  bird,  be  ihe  either  wife  oif 

lafs. 
Ye  ihall  hae  caufe  to  rue  the  day  that  e'er  ye   aw  th© 

Bafs. 

Oflr,  ye're  but  a  ílanchel,   or  elfe'S  ring  tail'd  kite. 
Then  turning  round  his  rumple,  he  in  his  face  did  flv-te  : 
The  hawk  in  doleful  dolor,  did  wipe  his  ih--en  eye. 
And  was  content  to  take  his  wing  and  waft  him  o'ef 
the  fea. 

h  2  Be 
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He  lighted  on  Tarn  Tallen,  and  pearch'd  upon  a  tow'r, 
A  pox  confound  the  iblen  goofe  the  husband  of  the 

whore. 
For  he'sbiindit  a'  my  eye,  and  he's  claggit  a'  my  wingi 
And  the  d— -  confound  his  rotten  doup,  his  {h—tc  it 

ftinks  o'  Hng. 
Mean-while  the  dolefu'  mailer  was  in  a  deep  defpair, 
A  capias  gaetoNicoly,  (ee  what's  become  o'  Blair, 
Gae  fend  out  little  Stev'nfon,  and  fee  that  he  be  fure 
To  call  out  Grova  Nicoiy  to  waft  about  the  lure. 

What  ail'd  the  carelefs  rafcal  to  hound  him  down  the 

wind, 
I'll  loofe  my  harvefl:  hawking  unlefs  my  hawk  I  find  ; 
Qiioth  Haddington  I'm  ibrry,  quoth  Binny  I  cou'd  greet; 
<;^aoth  Tarn,  rny  Lord,  I'll  feek  your  hawk  upon  my 

barefoot  feet. 

But  in  came  William  Bower,  with  pieafure  in  his  face, 
iSIy  Lord  ye're  hawk's  come  back,  but  he's  in  a  ih-ten 

cafe, 
My  Lord  was  all  in  rapture  to  hear  the  gladfome  tale, 
Tak  that  to  buy  ye  brandy,  and  that  to  buy  ye  ale. 

How  fickle  and  uncertain  are  all  our  earthly  joys, 
When  the   ioiing  of  a  hawk  all  our  harveft  hope  de- 

/Iroysi 
But  we'll  thraw  about  each  hawk's  neck,  and  hang  each 

yelling  hound, 
And  tak  ourfclves  to  tippeny  where  joys  alone  abound. 


Tune,  j^n  thou  wert  my  ain  thing. 

OWhat  pain  it  is  to  part, 
Can  I  leave  thee,  muft  I  leave  thee  ;" 
O  what  pain  it  is  to  part, 

Can  Axaba  e'er  leave  thee  ?  To 
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To  waíle  in  tears  the  live  long  day. 
And  figh  whole  tedious  hours  away, 
^hich  late  with  thee  I  fpent  fo  gay. 
When  my  fond  heart  I  gave  thee. 

The  foul  don't  from  the  body  parr. 
With  half  the  anguilh  or  the  fmart. 
As  I  now  tear  thee  from  that  heart. 

Which  I  fo  lately  gave  thee. 
The  iea  to  flow  fhall  iboner  ceaie. 
And  itars  the  fable  night  to  graces 
E'er  I  ihall  change  from  what  I  was 
.  When  my  fond  heart  I  gave  thee» 
But  fay,  Belinda,  prithee  fay,. 
When  I  am  gone  fo  far  away, 
Will  you  remember  of  that  day 

When  my  fond  heart  I  gave  thee  ? 
In  abfence  'twould  give  fo  much  joy. 
To  think  that  I  your  thoughts  employ^ 
That  time  itfelf  cou'd  ne'er  deftroy 

That  love  I  frankly  gave  ihee^ 


Tune,  Yellonv-hair'd  Ladd'is. 

POOR  Strephon  diftraded  'twixt  hope  and  deipaii? 
Por  Chloris,  fo  lovely,  fo  youthful  and  fair  ; 
He  kifs'd  and  embrac'd  her,  -and  often  did  fay. 
My  deareft  fwect  Chloris,  pray  here  with  me  ftay. 

In  hafte  fne  reply'd,  my  dear  Strephon,  be  gone^ 
For  if  we're  efpied,  I  am  quite  undone  ; 
For  my  parents  forbid  all  my  paiFion  for  you. 
So  generous  Strephon  for  ever  adieu. 

Our  parents  may  couple,  but  they  can't  make  love. 
My  paííion  is  Wronger,  it  fprings  èom  above  j 

L  3  jF©ï 
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Tor  tho*  î  had  lovM  you  at  my  parents  dôfire. 
It  neither  had  added  nor  ta'en  from  the  fire. 

You  love  me  ;  I  fly  you,  though  I  love  you  as  much. 
Bat  dare  not  avow  it,  my  fate  it  is  fuch  ; 
But  I'll  live  a  Platonic  as  chaft  as  deíire, 
And  Chloris'  aíFeAion  íhall  never  expire. 

I  am  quite  tranfported  to  think  that  you  love. 
But  the  living  without  you  thele  comforts  remove  5 
Tor  I'm  no  Platonic,  I  foar  not  fo  high, 
I  grafp  at  the  fubilance,  mufl:  have  it  or  die. 


Tunc,  BeJJ}  Bell. 

COME  let  us  ftudy  night  and  day. 
To  fit  us  for  our  dation, 
That  when  we're  men  we  parts  may  play 

Are  uieful  to  our  nation. 
For  now's  the  time,  when  we  are  young. 

To  fix  our  views  on  merit  ; 
Water  its  buds,  and  make  the  tongue 
And  aftion  fuit  the  fpirit. 

This  all  the  fair  and  wife  approve. 

We  know  it  by  your  fmiling; 
And  while  we  gain  refpeél  and  lovCj 

Our  ftudies  are  not  toiling  : 
Such  application  gives  delight, 

Andin  the  end  proves  gainful  ; 
Tho'  mony  a  dark  and  lifeiefs  wighfc 

May  think  it  hard  and  painful, 

'Then  never  let  us  think  our  time 
And  care,  when  thus  employed. 

Are  thrown  away,  but  deem't  a  crime, 
Wiien  youth's  by  floth  deilroyed  ; 


'TIs 
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'Tis  only  active  fouls  can  rife 
To  fame  and  all  that's  fpiendid. 

And  favour,  in  thefe  conqu'ring  eyes, 
*Gainil  whom  no  heart's  defended. 


WOULD  you  have  a  young  virgin  of  fifteen  years, 
You  mufl:  tickle  her  fancy  with  fweets  and  dears, 
Ever  toying  and  playing,  and  fweetly,  fweetly, 
^Sing  a  love-fonnet,  and  charm  her  ears  ; 
Wittily  prettily  talk  her  down, 
'Chafe  her,  and  praife  her  if  fair  or  brown  ; 
Soothe  her  and  fmooth  her. 
And  teaze  her  and  pleafe  her. 
And  touch  but  her  fmicket,  and  all's  your  ow»i!- 

Do  ye  fancy  a  widow,  well  knov/n  in  mcrj. 
With  the  front  of  a0urance  cor/.c  boldly  on  ; 
Be  at  her  cacli  moment,  and  briskly,  briskly^, 
Put  her  in  mind  how  her  time  fteals  on  : 
Rattle  and  prattle  altho'  fhe  frown, 
Roufe  her  and  toufe  her  from  morn  to  noon. 
And  fliew  her  you're  able 
Some  houl:  to  grapple, 
And  get  but  her  writings,  and  all*s  your  own. 

X>o  ye  fancy  a  punk  of  a  humour  free. 
That's  kept  by  a  fumbler  of  quality. 
You  muft  rail  at  her  keeper,  and  tell  her,  tell  hçXi 
That  pleafure's  beft  charm  is  variety  ; 
Swear  her  much  fairer  than  all  the  town, 
Try  her  and  ply  her  when  Cully's  gone, 
Dog  her  and  jog  her. 
And  meet  her  and  treat  her, 
^nd  kifs  with  a  guinea,  and  all's  your  own. 

moîf 
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FROM  rofy  bow'rs,  where  flcèps  the  god  of  love, 
Hither,  ye  jiltle  waiting  Cupids,  fly  î 
Teach  me,  in  foft  melodious  fong,  to  move 

With  tender  paiîion  my  heart's  darling  joy  : 
Ah  !  let  the  foul  of  mufick  tune  tTiy  voice, 
To  win  dear  Strephon,  who  my  foul  enjoys^ 

Or  if  more  influencing  ^ 

Is,  to  be  brisk  and  airy, 
With  a  iîep  and  a  bound. 
And  a  frisk  from  the  ground, 
ril  trip  like  any  fairy  ; 
At  once  on  Ida  dancing. 

Were  three  celeftial  bodies, 
With  an  ?ir  and  a  face. 
And  a  fnape  and  a  grace, 
hti  me  charm  likiî  beauty's  góddeís. 

Ah  ;  ahi  'tis  m  vain,  'tis  all  in  vain, 

Death  and  deipair  muft  end  the  fatal  pain  ; 

Cold  defpair,  difguis'd  like  fnow  and  rain. 

Falls  on  my  breaft  ;  black  winds  in  tempei^s  blow  5 

My  veins  all  ihiver,  and  my  fingers  glow  j 

My  pulie  beats  a  dead  march  for  loft  repoie, 

And  to  aiolid  lump  of  ice  my  poor  fond  heart  is  fi^ozp» 

Or  lay,  ye  powers,  my  peace  to  crown, 
Shall  I  thaw  my  ielf,  or  drown 

Amongfl:  the  foaming  billows, 
Increaiing  all  with  tears  I  flied  ; 

On  beds  of  ooze  and  chryftal  pillows 
Lay  down  my  love-fick  head  I 

No,  no,  I'll  ftraight  run  n^d. 
That  foon  my  heart  will  warm  ; 

When^  once  the  fenfe  is  fled, 
JLovc  has  no  power  to  charm.  I^ij^ 
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Wild  thro*  the  woods  I'll  fly, 
My  robes  and  locks  (hall  thus  be  tore  î 

A  thoufand,  thoufand  deaths  I'll  die, 
E'er  thus  in  vain  !  e'er  thus  in  vain,  adore. 


CUPID  !  inftrua  an  am'rous  fwain, 
Some  way  to  tell  the  nymph  his  pain. 
To  common  youths  unknown  : 
To  talk  of  fighs,  of  flames,  of  darts, 
Of  bleeding  wounds,  and  burning  hearts. 
Are  methods  vulgar  grown. 

What  need'ft  thou  tell  ?  (the  god  reply'd) 
That  love  the  fliepherd  cannot  hide 

The  nymph  will  quickly  find  : 
When  Phœbus  does  his  beams  difplay, 
To  tell  men  barely  that  'tis  day, 

Is  to  fuppofe  'em  blind. 


She.  T)RAY  now,  John,  let  Jug  prevail, 
Xr  DoiTthy  fword,  and  take  a  flail  j 
Wounds  and  blows,  and  fcorching  heat, 
Will  abroad  be  all  you'll  get. 

He.  'Zounds!  your  are  mad,  ye  fímple  jade, 
Begone,  and  don't  prate. 

She.  How  think  ye  I  fliall  do  with  Hob  and  Sue^ 
And  all  our  brats,  when  wanting  you  ? 

He.  When  I  am  rich  with  plunder, 

Thou  my  gain  fliall  fliare. 

She.  My  fliare  will  be  but  fmall,  I  fear, 

When  bold  dragoons  have  been  pickering  there, 

And  the  flea  flints  the  Germans  itrip  'em  bare. 

He. 
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ÍÍE.    Mind  your  fpiiining,  mend  your  liilnert, 

Look  to  your  cbeefe  you,  your  pigs  and  your  geeie  to«>. 

She.  No,  no,  I'll  ramble  out  with  you. 

He.  Blood  and  nre,  if  you  tire  thus  my  patience,      ;  . 

Witii  vexations  and  narrations  ; 
Thumping,  thumping,  thumping 

Is  the  fatal  word,  Joan, 
She.  Do,  do,  I'm  good  at  thumping  too» 
He.   Morbleu  ?  that  huíFíhalI  never  do. 
She.  Gome,  come,  John,  let's- bufs  and  be  friends 
Thus  ilijl,  thus  love's  quarrel  ends  : 
I  my  tongue  fometimes  let  run. 
But  a'as  I  I  ibon  have  done. 

He.  'Tis  well  you're  quaih'd,  you'd  clie  been  îhrafn'J, 

Sure  as  my  name  is  John.  -ÎO- 

She.  Yet  fain  I'd  know  for  what  you're  all  fo  hoti 
To  go  to  fight  where  nothing's  got. 

He.  Fortune  will  prove  kind, 
And  we  Hiall  then  grow  great. 

She.  Grow  great  Î 

And  want  both  drink  and  meat, 

And  coin,  unlefs  the  pamper'd  French  you  beat  ^ 

Ah  John!  take  care  John,    and  learn  more  wit. 

He.   Dare  you  prate  dill,  at  this  rate  ftill, 
And,  like  vermin,  grudge  m^  preferment  ! 

She.  you'll  beg,  or  get  a  wooden  leg. 
He.  Nay,  if  bawling,  caterwawling, 
Tittle  tattle,  prittle  prattle,-ftill  muft  rattle  j 
I'll  be  gone,  and  ftraight  abroad. 

She.  Do,  do,  and  fo  ihall  Hob  and  Sue, 
Jug  too,  and  all  the  ragged  crew.  '   -* 

Tune,  " 
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Tune,  My  apron,  diary. 
JAMIE. 

WHILE  our  flocks  arc  a  feeding,  and  we're  void 
of  care. 
Come,  Sandle,  let's  tune  in  praife  of  the  fair: 
For,  infpir'd  by  my  Sufie,  I'll  fing  in  fuch  lays, 
That  Pan,  were  he  judge,  mull  allow  me  the  bays. 

SANDY. 

While  under  this  hawtborn  we  ly  at  our  eafe, 
By  a  mufical  ftream,  and  refrefh'd  by  the  breeze 
of  a  zephyr  lo  gentle,  yes,  Jamie,  I'll  try 
For  to  match  you  and  Sufie,  dear  Katie  and  I. 

J  A  M  I  E. 

Oh  \   my  Sufie  fo  lovely,  flie's  without  compare, 
She's  fo  comely,  fo  good,    and  io  charmingly  fair  : 
Sure,  the  gods  were  at  pains  to  make  fo  compleat 
A  nymph,  ,that  for  love  there  was  ne'er  one  ío  meet. 

S  A  N  D  Y. 

Oil  !  my  Katie's  fo  bright,  (he's  fo  witty  and  gay; 
Love,  joined  with  the  graces,  around  her  looks  play; 
In  her  mein  ihe's  íb  graceful,   in  her  humour  ib  free, 
Sure  the  gods  never  fram'd  fuch  a  beauty  as  flie. 

J  A  M  Î  E. 

Had  my  Sufie  been  there,   when  the  jfhepherd  dcclar'd 
For  the  lady  of  Lemnos,  Ihe  had  loft  his  regard  : 
And,  o'ercome  by  a  prefence  more  beauteoufly  bright, 
He  had  own'd  her  outdone,   as  the  darknefs  by  light. 

P  SANDY. 

rKot  fair  Helen  of  Greece,  nor  all  the  \\>hoIe  train. 
Either  of  real  beauties,  or  thofe  poets  fv^ign, 

CouM 
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CouM   be  match  M  with  my  Katie,  whofc  every  fweet 

charm 
May  conquer  beft  judges,  and  coldeft  hearts  warirr. 

JAMIE. 

Neither  riches  nor  honour,  nor  any  thing  great. 
Do  I  ask  of  the  gods  ;  but  that  this  be  my  fate, 
That  my  Sufie  to  all  my  kind  wifhes  comply  : 
For  with  her  wou'd  I  live,  and  with  her  wou'd  I  die. 

SANDY. 

If  the  fates  give  me  Katie,  and  her  I  enjo3% 
I  have  all  my  defires,  nought  can  me  annoy  : 
For  my  ch  armer  has  every  delight  in  fuch  ftore, 
She'll  make  me  more  happy  than  e'er  fwain  before. 


AMONGST  the  willows  on  the  grafs, 
Where  nymphs  and  ihepherds  ly, 
Young  Willy  courted  bonny  Befs, 

And  Nell  flood  lift'ning  by  ; 
Says  Will,  we  wijl  not  tarry 
Two  months  before  we  marry. 
1^0,  no,  fy  no,  never,  never  tell  me  lb. 

For  a  maid  I'll  l»ve  and  die  ; 

Says  Nell,  fo  fliall  not  I. 

Says  Nell,  Sec, 
Long  time  betwixt  hope  and  defpair. 

And  kiiTes  mixt  between  ; 
He  with  a  fong  did  charm  her  ear. 

Thinking  fhe  chang'd  had  been^ 
Says  Will,   I  want  a  bleifing, 
Siibilantialer  than  kiiFmg. 

No, 
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Ko,  no,  fy  no,  never,  never  tell  me  Cop. 

For  I  will  never  change  my  mind  ; 

Says  Nell,  ihe'U  prove  more  kind. 
Smarting  pain  the  virgin  finds, 

Aitho'  by  nature  taught, 
When  ihe  lirft  to  man  inclines  ; 

Quoth  Nell,  I'll  venture  that. 
Oh  !  who  wou'd  lofe  a  treafure, 
For  fuch  a  puny  pleafure  ! 
Kot  I,  not  I,  no,  a  maid  I'll  live  and  difj 

And  to  my  vow  be  true. 

Quoth  Nell,  the  more  fool  yon. 

To  my  clofet  I'll  repair, 

And  read  on  godly  books, 
.Forget  vain  love  and  worldly  care. 

Quoth  Nell,  that  likely  looks  ! 
You  men  are  all  perfidious  ; 
But  I  will  be  religious, 
Try  all,  fly  all,  and,  while  I  breathe,  defy  all, 

Your  fex  I  now  defpife. 

Says  Nell,  by  Jove,  ihe  lies. 


WOU'D  you  chufe  a  wife  for  a  happy  life, 
Leave  the  court,  and  the  country  take. 
Where  Dolly  and  Sue,  young  Molly  and  Prue, 
Follow  Roger  and  John,  whilil  harveft  goes  on. 
And  merrily/  merrily  rake. 

Leave  the  London  dames,  (be  it  fpoke  to  their  ihames} 

To  ly  in  their  beds  till  noon  ; 
Then  get  up  and  ftretch,  and  paint  too  and  patch. 
Some  widgeon  to  catch,  then  look  on  their  watch. 
And  wonder  they  rofe  up  fo  foon. 

Then  coffee  and  tea,  both  green  and  bohea, 
Are  ferv'd  to  their  tables  in  plate, 
Vol.  II.  M  Whfre 
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"Wliere  tattles  do  run  as  fwift  as  the  fun, 
Of  what  they  have  won,  and  who  is  undone 

By  their  gaming,  and  fitting  up  late. 

The  lafs  give  me  here,  tho'  brown  as  my  beer. 

That  knows  how  to  govern  her  houie. 
That  can  milk  her  cow,  or  farrow  her  fow, 
Make  butter  and  cheefe,  or  gather  green  peafe. 
And  values  line  cloaths  not  a  foufe. 

This,  this  is  the  girl  worth  rubies  and  pearl, 
,A  wife  that  will  make  a  man  rich  : 
*\Ve  gentlemen  need  no  quality  breed, 
To  fquander  away  what  taxes  wou'd  pay, 
We  care  not,  in  fiiith,  for  fuch. 


Queen. TTOW  blefl:  are  beggar-laíTes,     - 
XjL   Who  never  toil  for  treafure  I 
We  know  no  car  ,  but  how  to  (hare 

Each  day  fuccelTive  picafiirè. 
Drink  away,  let's  be  gay, 

Beggars  ftill  with  blifs  abound, 
Mifth  and  joy  ne'er  can  cloy, 

Whilft  the  fparkhng  glafs  goes  round. 

1.  Woman.  A  fig  for  gaudy  fafliions, 
No  want  of  cloaths  opprelfes  ; 

We  live  at  cafe,  with  rags  and  fleas. 

We  value  not  our  dreíTes. 
Prink  away,  &c. 

2,  WoM.  We  fcorn  all  ladies  waihes. 
With  which  they  fpoil  each  feature, 

i^o  patch  or  paint  our  beauties  want, 

AVe  live  in  iimple  nature. 
2.  WoM.  No  cholick,  fplcen,  or  vapours, 

At  morn  or  ev'nihg  teafe  us.  5 
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We  drink  not  tea^  or  ratafi'  ; 
When  iick,  a  dram  can  eafe  us. 

4.\VoM.  What  ladies  aS:  in  private. 

By  nature's  foft  compliance, 
We  think  no  crime,  when  in  our  prime. 

To  kifs  without  a  hcence. 

5.  WoM,  We  know  no  ihame  or  fcandal. 
The  beggars  law  befriends  us  ; 

We  iill  agree  in  liberty. 
And  poverty  defends  us. 

6.  WoM.  Like  jolly  beggar  wenches. 
Thus,  thus  we  drown  all  forrow; 

We  live  to-day,  and  ne'er  delay 
Our  pleafure  till  to-morrow. 


PHILLIS  defpife  not  your  faithful  lover, 
Play  not  the  tyrant,  becaufe  you  are  fair  ; 
Beauty  will  fade.    My  charming  maid, 
Juft  as  the  liily,  my  beautiful  Phiily, 
Geaiè  to  prove  coy,  fmile  on  the  boy, 
Grant  him  the  bleifing  he  longs  to  enjoy. 

Crowns  are  but  trifles,  compared  with  my  Phiily 
Who  can  behold  her,  and  not  be  enflav'd  Î 

Angel  divine  !  wert  thou  but  mine  : 
Pity  my  ftory,.  I  laugh  at  all  glory. 
Here  I  proteft,  on  thy  dear  breaft. 

With  thee  in  a  cottage  I'd  think  myfelf  bleíl. 


SYLVIA,  on  her  arm  reclining. 
In  a  fhady  grove's  retreat. 

Lay  in  diiliabille  defigning fal  la,  la^  &c. 

To  avoid  the  fultry  heat. 

Ma  The* 
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Tho*  nnveird,  ílie  thought  no  ftancîer- 
by  cou'd  view  the  lonely  fair  ; 

While  young  Zephyrs  came  and  fann'd  her 
Beauteous  face  with  fragrant  air. 

Thus  the  blooming  nymph  lay  panting. 

Sighing  for  her  abfent  fwain  ; 
All  extended,  ihe  lay  wanting 

liim  to  eafe  her  love-iick  pain. 

Soon  the  happy  youth,  who  won  her 
To  the  kind  retreat,  drew  near  ; 

And  in  tranfport  !  gaz'd  upon  her 
Charms  repos'd  in  flumbers  there. 

Love  pcrfuaded  'twas  no  fm  to 

Vent  his  flames  without  debate  ; 
So  he  boldly  enter'd  into 

Tales  of  love  with  Sylvia  fweet. 
His  mov'ing  tale  fo  gain'd  upon  her, 

That,  in  pity  to  his  pain, 
She  gave,  broad  hints  he  might  once  morô 

Tell  it  o'er  to  her  again. 


Tune,  JVtílcdme,  luekome  Brother  Debtor»  v 

C "^Harming  Chloe,  look  with  pity 
J   On  your  faithful  love-fick  fwain  Î 
Hear,  O  hear,  bis  doleful  ditty. 
And  relieve  his  mighty  pain. 
Find  you  muilck  in  his  iighing  ? 
Can  you  fee  him  in  diftrefs  ? 
"Wiihing,  trembling,  panting,  dying, 
Yet  afford  no  kind  redrefs  ? 

Strephon  mov'd  by  lawlefs  paíHon, 

For  no  favours  rudely  fues  ; 
All  his  flame  is  out  of  fafhion, 

Ancient  honour  for  him  woes  !  Love 
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Love  for  love's  the  fwaln's  ambitioiî  5 

But,  if  that  is  deem'd  too  great, 
Pity,  pity,  his  condition— —- 

Say,  at  leaft,  you  do  not  hate. 

Should  you,  fonder  of  a  rover, 

Praétis'd  in  the  arts  of  guile^ 
Slight  fo  true  and  kind  a  lover, 

Chloe,  might  not  Strephon  fmiîe? 
Yes,  well  pleas'd  at  thy  undoing, 

Vulgar  lovers  might  upbraid  ; 
Strephon,  confcious  of  thy  ruin. 

Soon  would  be  a  filent  íhade. 


AS  near  a  fountain's  flowVy  iidc, 
The  bright  Selinda  lay, 
Her  looks  increas'd  the  fummer's  pride^ 
Her  eyes  the  blaze  of  day. 

Therofes  bluih'd  with  deeper  red, 

To  fee  themfelves  out-done  ; 
The  lilljes  ihrunk  into  their  beds, 

To  find  this  fairer  one. 
Quick  thro'  the  air  to  this  retreat 

A  bee  indulmous  flew  ; 
Prepar'd  to  rifle  ev'ry  fweet. 

And  fip  the  balmy  dew. 

Drawn  by  the  fragrance  of  her  breathy 

Her  rofy  lips  he  found  -^ 
Where  he  in  tranfports  met  his  death. 

And  drop'd  upon  the  ground. 
Enjoy,  blefi:  bee,  enjoy  thy  fate. 

Nor  at  thy  fall  repine  ; 
Since  kings  would  quit  their  royal  ftat:- 

To  ihare  a  death  like  thine. 

M  3  GHASTE 
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CHASTE  Lucretia,  when  you  left  mCj 
You  of  all  things  dear  bereft  me  ; 
Tho'  I  iliow'd  no  difcontent, 

Grief  is  ftrongeft,  and  the  longeft, 
"When  too  great  to  find  a  vent. 

How  much  fiercer  is  the  anguiih, 
When  we  moil  in  fecret  hnguifh  Î 
Silent  llreams  are  deepeil:  feund  ; 

Noify  grieving  is  deceiving. 
Empty  veifels  make  moit  found. 
Had  I  words  that  could  reveal  it, 
Yet  I  wifely  would  conceal  it  ; 
Tho  the  queftion  be  but  fair  ; 

Grief  and  merits,  love  and  fplrit?, 
Always  lofe  by  taking  air. 

Guardian  angels  ftill  defend  you,. 
And  cekftiai  joys  attend  you  ; 
Whilfl:  I'm  like  the  winter  fun  ; 

Faintly  iliining,  and  declining, 
Till  thy  charming  fpring  return. 


By  Mr.  Congreve, 

FAIR  Amoret  is  gone  aftray, 
Purfue,  and  feek  her,  ev'ry  lover  5 
Î  11  idl  the  iigns  by  which  you  may 
The  wand 'ring  ihepherdefs  difcover. 

Coouet  and  coy  at  once  her  air, 

Both  iludy'd,  tho'  both  feem  negleded  ; 

Ciirelefs  fne  is  with  artful  care, 
AiTe(51ing  to  feem  unaffected. 

With  skill  her  eyes  dart  ev'ry  glance, 
YetcUange  fo  foonyou'd  ne'er  ilifped  W5 
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tor  íhe'd  perfuade  they  wound  by  chance, 
Tho'  certain  aim  and  art  dired  them. 

She  likes  herfelf,  yet  others  hates 
For  that  which  in  herfelf  ilie  prizes  ; 

And  while  ilie  laughs  at  them,  forgets 
She  is  the  thing  that  ilie  defpifes. 


Bj>  Mr.  Waller. 

FROM  native  ftaik  the  Provence  rofc 
I  pluck't  with  green  attire; 
For,  oh  !  upon  its  graces  hung 
Afflatus  to  defire. 

A  vile,  deilroying,  prejnng  worm. 

Who  iheker'd  in  the  leaf, 
Had  rob'd  me  of  the  priitine  joy, 

hwà  prov'd  the  lucky  thief. 

So  beauteous  nymphs  too  oft  are  founii 

The  vileft  man  to  truil  ; 
While  confiant  lovers  plead  in  vain^ 

And  die  for  being  juil. 


By  Sir  Richard  Steel 

FROM  place  to  place  forlorn  I  go, 
With  dovvncail  eyes,  a  iiient  Iliade^ 
Forbidden  to  declare  my  woe  ; 

To  fpeak,  'till  fpoken  to,  afraid. 
"My  inward  pang,  my  fecret  grief. 

My  foft  confenting  looks  betray  ; 
He  loves,  but  gives  me  no  relief; 
Why  fpeaks  not  he  who  may  ? 
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A  'Dsfcription  of  Sprhig-gardefi. 

FLORA,  goddefs  fweetly  blooming, 
Ever  airy,  ever  gay, 
All  her  wonted  charqis  refuming^ 

To  Spring-garden  calls  away. 
"With  this  blifsful  fpot  delighted. 

Here  the  queen  of  May  retreats  ; 
Belles  and  Beaux  are  all  invited 
To  partake  of  vary'd  fweets. 

See  a  grand  pavilion  yonder, 

Rifing  near  embow'ring  iliades  5 
There  a  temple  ftrikes  with  wonder. 

In  full  view  of  colonades  : 
Art  and  nature  (kindly  lavifn) 

Here  their  mingled  beauties  yield  5 
Equal  here  the  pleafures  raviiîi 

of  the  court  and  of  the  iield. 
Hark  Î  what  heav'nly  notes  defcending 

Break  upon  the  lift'ning  ear, 
Muiick  all  its  graces  lending  ; 

O  1  'tis  extafy  to  hear  ! 
ííightingales  the  concert  joining, 

Breathe  their  plaints  in  meiting  drains  j 
Vanquifli'd  now,  their  groves' reíigniííg, 

Soon  they  fly  to  diflant  plains. 

Lo  !  what  fplendor  round  us  darting. 

Swift  illume  the  charming  fcene  : 
Chandeliers  their  lights  imparting, 

Pour  frefh  beauties  o'er  the  green, 
Glitt'ring  lampsj  in  order  planted, 

Strike  the  eye  with  fweet  furprize  i- 
Adam  fcarce  was  more  inchanted, 

When  he  faw  the  fun  firit  rife. 

Now^  the  various  bands  are  feated, 

All  difpos'd  in  bright  array  j 
Bus'nefs  o'er,   and  cares  retreated, 

With  gay  mirth  they  clofe  the  day  i  This^ 
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Thus,  of  ^old,  the  fons  of  pleafure 
Pafs'd  in  ftiades  their  fav'rite  hours  ; 

Nedlar  chearing  their  foft  leifure, 

Blefs'd  by  love,  and  crown'd  withflow'rs. 


By  Mr.  Waller, 

GO,  lovely  rofe. 
Tell  her  that  waftes  her  time  and  me. 
That  now  flie  knows, 
When  I  referable  her  to  thee, 
How  fweet  and  fair  ihe  feems  to  be. 

Tell  her,  that's  young. 
And  fhuns  to  have  her  graces  fpy'd. 

That  hadft  thou  fprung 
In  defarts,  where  no  men  abide, 
Thou  muft  have  uncommended  dy*d» 

Small  is  the  worth  '■' 

Of  beauty  from  the  light  retirM  : 

Bid  her  come  forth,  'j^-.^... 

Suffer  herfelf  to  be  deiir'd,  iii^^jy.  ^i  = 
j^nd  not  blufli  fo  to  be  admir'd.   a.  ^l 

By  Mr.  T,  Otiuay. 

Tune,  Broom  ofCowden-knowSt 

I  Love,  I  doat,  I  rave  with  pain. 
No  quiet  in  my  mind  ; 
Tho'  ne'er  could  be  a  happier  fwain. 

Were  Sylvia  lefs  unkind  : 
For  when,  as  long  her  chain  I've  worn, 

I  ask  relief  from  fmart, 
She  only  gives  me  looks  of  fcorn, 
Alas  i  'twill  break  my  heart,  Mf 
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My  rivals,  rich  in  wordly  ftore, 

May  offer  heaps  of  gold  ; 
But  furely  I  a  heav'n  adore, 

Too  precious  to  be  fold. 
Can  Sylvia  fuch  a  coxcomb  prize 

i'or  wealth,  and  not  defert, 
A»d  my  poor  fighs  and  tears  defpife  ? 

Alas  !  'twill  break  my  heart. 

When,  like  fome  wanting,  hov'ring  dovr, 

I  for  my  blifs  contend, 
And  plead  the  caufe  of  eager  love, 

She  coldly  calls  me  friend. 
Ah  !  Sylvia,  thus  in  vain  you  drive 

To  ail  a  healing  part  ; 
•'Twill  keep  but  ling'ring  pain  alive, 

Alas  !  and  break  my  heart. 

When  on  my  lonely  peniive  bed 

I  lay  me  down  to  reft, 
In  hopes  to  calm  my  raging  head. 

And  cool  my  burning  breaft  ; 
Her  cruelty  all  eafe  denies. 

With  fome  fad  dream  I  ftart  ; 
All  drown'd  in  tears  I  find  my  eyes. 

And  breaking  feel  my  heart  ! 

Then  rifmg,  thro'  the  path  I  rove 

That  leads  me  where  Ihe  dwells  ; 
Where  to  the  fenfelefs  waves  my  love 

Its  mournful  ftory  tells. 
With  fighs  I  dew  and  kifs  the  door. 

Till  morning  bids  depart  ; 
Then  vent  ten  thoufand  fighs  and  more  : 

Alas  !  'twill  break  my  heart. 

But  Sylvia,  when  this  conqueft's  won. 

And  I  am  gone,  and  cold. 
Renounce  the  cruel  deed  you've  done, 

ÎÎpr  glory  when  'tis  told  t  Fêt 
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For  ev'ry  lovely  gen'rous  maid 
Will  take  my  injur 'd  part, 

And  curfe  thee,  Sylva,  I'm  afraid, 
For  breaking  my  poor  heart  ! 


I  Prithee  fend  me  back  my  heart. 
Since  I  can  not  have  thine  ; 
Foi  if  with  yours  you  ne'er  will  part, 
Why  then  ihould  you  keep  mine  ? 

Yet  now  I  think  on't,  let  it  Ij^, 

To  fend  it  me  were  vain, 
For  thou'fl:  a  thief  in  either  eye, 

Will  ileal  it  back  again. 


IF  love  be  a  fault,  and  in  me  thought  a  crime, 
How  great  my  offence,  bear  ye  witnefs,  O  time  ! 
The  days  and  the  nights,  and  the  hours,  as  they  roll'd^ 
You  know  may  be  felt,  but  are  ne'er  to  be  told. 
One  day  pafs'd  away,  and  faw  nothing  but  love, 
Another  came  on,  and  the  fame  thing  did  prove  ; 
The  fun  it  grew  tir'd  flill  to  look  on  the  fame. 
But  I  grew  morepleas'd  when  the  next  moment  came. 

I  faw  you  all  day,  and  each  night,  with  new  guft. 
And  yet  ev'ry  day  was  to  me  as  the  iirft  : 
Thus  Heeting  time  paiTes,  with  down  on  its  wings, 
And  whilfl  this  remains,  reft  unenvy'd,  ye  kings. 
If  this  be  my  crime,  be  my  judges,  ye  fair. 
And  if  I  muft  fufTer  for  what  is  To  rare. 
True  lovers  hereafter  this  wonder  ihall  tell, 
The  caufe  of  jiiy  death  is  for  loving  too  well. 


d? 
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By  Mr.  Waller, 

LATELY  on  yonder  fwelling  buíh^ 
Big  with  many  a  coming  rofe. 
This  early  bud  began  to  bluih, 

And  did  but  half  itfelfdifclofe  : 
I  pluck't  it,  tho'  no  better  grown. 
And  now  you  fee  how  full  'tis  blown. 

Still  as  I  did  the  leaves  infpire, 

With  fuch  a  purple  light  they  ihone  ; 

As  if  they  had  been  made  of  fire, 

And  fprcading  fo,  would  flame  anon  ; 

All  that  was  meant  by  air  or  fun, 

To  the  young  fiow'r  my  breath  has  done. 

If  our  loofc  breath  fo  much  can  do, 
What  may  the  fame  in  forms  of  \oyc% 

Ofpureft  love  and  miifick  too, 
When  Flavia  itafpires  to  move? 

When  that  which  lifelefs  buds  perfuades 

To  wax  more  foft,  her  youth  invades  ! 


OBferve  the  fragrant  bluihing  rofe, 
Tho'  in  the  humble  vale  it  fpring. 
It  fmells  as  fweet,  as  fair  it  blows, 

As  in  tiie  garden  of  a  king  ; 
So  calm  content  as  oft  is  found  compleat 
In  the  lowcott,  as  in  the  lofty  feat. 


ON  the  banks  of  a  river,  clofe  under  the  íhade, 
Young  Cleon  and  Salvia  one  ev'ning  were  laid, 
The  youth  pleaded  ftrongly  for  proof  of  his  love, 
But  honour  had  won  her  his  flame  to  reprove. 

She 
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She  cry' J,  where's  the  luftre  when  clouds  fljeci  the  iun? 
Or  what  is  rich  Nectar,  the  taile  being  gone  ? 
^Mongft  flowers  on  the  ilalk  fweeteil  odours  do  dwell. 
But,  if  gather 'd,  the  rofe  itfelf  lofes  the  fmell. 
Thou  deareft  of  nymphs,  the  brisk  fiiepherd  reply'i^ 
If  e'er  thou  wilt  argue,  begin  on  love's  iide. 
ïn  matters  of  ftate  let  grave  reafon  be  fliown. 
But  k)ve  is  a'pow'r  will  be  ruled  by  none. 
TS^or  fhould  a  coy  beauty  be  counted  fo  rare, 
For  fcandal  can  blaft  both  the  charte  and  the  fair; 
îi'k)il  fierce  are  the  joys  love's  alembic  do  fill, 
And  the  roies  are  fweetcft  when  put  to  the  ftill. 


PHYLLIS,  the  fairefl  of  love's  foes. 
Though  fiercer  than  a  dragon  j 
Phyllis,  that  fcorii'd  the  powder^'d  beaux, 

What  has  ihe  now  to  brag  Gn? 

■So  long  ilie  kept  her  Irgs  fo  cloie, 

'Till  they  had  fcarce  a  rag  on. 

Compell'd  thro'  want,  this  wretched  maid 

Did  fad  complaints  begin  ; 
Which  furly  Strephon  hearing  faid, 

It  was  botii  rtiame  and  un, 
To  pity  fuch  a  lazy  jade. 

Will  neither  kifs  nor  ipin. 


Bj  Mr.  Otway. 

P  Rinces  that  rule,  and  em-pi  re  fway, 
How  tranfitory  is  their  ftate  ! 
Sorrows  their  glories  do  allay,  / 

And  richeil  crowns  have  greateil  weight, 
Vol,  II.  •    N  The 
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The  mighty  monarch  treafon  fears, 
Ambitious  thoughts  within  him  rave  ; 

His  life  all  difcontent  and  cares  , 
And  he  at  beft  is  but  a  flave. 

Vahily  we  think  with  fond  delight' 
To  eafe  the  burden  of  our  cares  : 

Each  grief *a  fécond  does  invite, 
And  forrows  arc  each  others  heirs- 

For  me,  my  honour  I'll  maintain, 
Be  gallant,   generous,  and  brave  i 

And  when  I  quietude  would  gain. 
At  lail  rU  find  it  in  the  grave. 


AUvelia  now  one  moment  loil, 
A  thoufand  fighs  may  after  coft  ; 
Délires  may  oft  return  in  vain. 
But  youth  will   ne'er  return  again. 
The  fragrant  fweets  which  do  adorn 
The  glowing  Muilies  of  the  morn. 
By  noon  are  vanifh'd  all  away  : 
Then  let's,  Aurelia,  live  to-day. 


AS  on  a  fun-ililne  fummer^s  day, 
I  to  the  green  wood  bent  my  way  ; 
That  lonely  path  my  fancy  took 
Was  guided  by  a  filver  brook  ; 

And  trufl:  me,  truft  me,  all  I  meant, 
Was  to  be  pleas'd  and  innocent. 

ffpon  its  fiow'ry  banks  I  fat, 
Ke^^rtilefs  or  of  love  or  liate, 

So 
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So  took  my  pipe  and  'gan  to  play 
The  joiy  ihepherd's  roundelay  : 

And  trurt-  me,  &c. 
All  in  the  felf-fame  ihady  grove, 
Youthful  Silvia  chanc'd  to  rove^, 
And,  by  its  echo  led,  drew  near, 
My  rural  oaten  reed  to  hear. 

But  furely,   furely,   all  ihe  meant,  &c, 
I  held  her  by  the  glowing  hand, 
She  fomething  ieem'd  to  underiland  ; 
Her  fvveliing  lighs,  her  melting  look, 
That  iomething  too,  too  plainly  fpoKe. 

But  trail  me,  &:c. 

REturn  hameward,  my  heart,  again. 
And  bide  where  thou  was  wont  to  be; 
Thou  art  a  fool  to  fuíFer  pain 

For  love  of  ane  that  loves  not  thee  ; 
My  heart,  let  be  fic  fantafie. 
Love  only  where  thou  haft  good  caule  j 

Since  fcorn  and  liking  ne'er  agree, 
The  fint  a  crum  of  thee  Ihe  faws. 

To  what  eiFeâ  fhould  thou  be  thrall  ? 

Be  happy  in  thine  ain  free  will  j 
My  heart  be  nev^r  beftiai. 

But  ken  wha  does  thee  good  or  ill  ; 

At  hame  with  me  then  tarry  ftill  ; 
And  fee  wha  can  beft  play  their  pauks. 

And  let  the  filly  fling  her  fill, 
For  fint  a  crum  of  thee  ilie  faws. 

The*  ihe  be  fair,  I  will  not  fenzie, 

She's  of  a  kind  with  mony  mae  ; 
For  why,  they  are  a  felon  menzie 

That  feemeth  good  and  are  nae  fae. 

Î*  2      '  îMy 


My  heart,  take  neither  ílurt  nor  was 
For  Meg,  for  i\Iarjory,  or  Maufe, 

But  be  thou  biythe,  and  let  her  gae. 
For  íínt  a  cruni  of  thee  ihe  faws. 
Remember  how  that  Medea 

Wild  for  a  ilght  of  Jafon  yied  ; 
Remember  how  young  CreiFida 

Left  Troll  as  for  Diomede  ; 

Remember  Helen,  as  we  read, 
Brought  Troy  fi-om  blifs  unto  bare  waws  i 

Then  let  her  gae  where  ihe  may  fpced. 
For  lint  a  crum  of  thee  ihe  faws. 
Becaafe  ihe  laid  I  took  it  ill, 

For  her  depart  my  heart  was  fair. 
But  was  bcguil'd,  gae  where  ftie  will, 

Befnrew  the  heart  that  iirft  tai<es  care  i 

But  be  thou  merry  late  and  air, 
This  is  the  final  end  and  claufe. 

And  let  her  íeeá  and  foo!y  fair, 
For  fint  a  crum  of  thee  fne  faws. 

Ke'er  dant  again  within  my  breaíí, 

Ne'er  let  her  flights  thy  courage  ipill, 
Kor  gie  a  fob,  altho'  ftie  Cneeù, 

Si:ie's  faireft  paid  that  gets  her  will. 

She  geeks  as  gif  I  mean'd  her  ill, 
When  ûïç  glaicks  paughty  in  her  braws  ; 

Now  let  her  fnirt  and  fyke  her  fill, 
For  fint  a  crum  of  thee  ihe  faws. 


REturn,  return  my  lovely  nymph, 
For  fummer's  pleafures  now  will  fade  : 
The  trembling  leaves  begin  to  drop. 

Ail  nature  iecms  as  if  decay'd.  Th^ 
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Til'  harmonious  nightingale's  retir'd, 

Th'  approach  of  wint'ry  nights  to  mourn  i 

The  lark  ibrget's  to  mount  the  sky  ; 
Ah  !  Jovely  Celia,  quick  return. 

The  blujfhing  rofe's  charms  decay. 
The  lilly  droops  its  lovely  head  ; 

Sweet  winding  Thames  begins  to  fwell. 
And  vifit  th*  unfrequented  mead. 

The  fiiepherd's  pipe  negleiled  lyes. 
The  vailles  now  no  more  delight; 

Soft  pleafmg  feenes  of  country  life 
Have  taken  too  their  annual  flight. 


THE  collier  has  a  daughter, 
And  O  (he's  wond'rous  bonny, 
A  laird  he  was  that  fought  her, 

Rich  baith  in  Itods  and  money  i 
The  tutors  watch'd  the  motion 
Of  this  young  honeft  lover  :. 
But  love  is  like  the  ocean  ; 
Wha  can  hs  depth  difcover  I 

He  had  the  art  to  pkaie  ye, 

And  was  by  a'  refpeiled  -, 
His  airs  fat  round  him  eafy. 

Genteel,  but  unaíFcíVed. 
The  Collier's  bonny  la0ie, 

Fair  as  the  new  blown  lillie. 
Ay  fweet,  and  never  faucy, 

Secur'd  the  heart  of  WilUe. 

He  lov'd  beyond  expreflion,  .., 

The  charms  that  were  about  her,.  , ,  | 


And  panted  for  polfeflion  ; 

His  life  was  dull  without  her. 
After  mature  refolving, 

Glofe  to  his  brcaft  he  held  her. 
In  iafteft  flames  diflblving, 

He  tenderly  thus  telfd  her. 
My  bonny  Collier^s  daughter. 

Let  naething  difcompofe  ye, 
Tis  no  your  fcanty  tocher 

Shall  ever  gar  me  lofe  ye, 
For  I  have  gear  in  plenty, 

And  love  fays,  'tis  my  duty 
To  ware  what  heaven  has  lent  nic 

Upon  your  wit  and  beauty. 


BUSK  ye,  busk  ye,  my  bonny  bride  j 
Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  my  winfom  marrow  > 
Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  my  bonny  bride, 

Busk  and  go  to  the  braes  of  Yan-ow  j 
There  will  we  fport  and  gather  dew, 

Dancing  while  Lavrocks  fing  i'  the  mornings 
There  karn  frae  turtles  to  prove  true  ; 
O  Bell,  ne'er  vex  me  with  thy  icorning. 

To  weftlin  breezes  Flora  yields, 

And  while  the  beams  are  kindly  warming 
Blythnefs  appears  o'er  all  the  fields, 
>^    And  nature  looks  mair  frcih  and  charming. 
JLearn  frae  the  burns  that  trace  the  mead, 

Tho'  on  their  banks  the  rofes  bloifom, 
Ifet  liaililie  they  flow  to  Tweed, 

And  pQttT  their  fweetncfs  in  his  bolbnt. 


Hafe 
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Hafte  ye,  hade  ye,  my  bonny  Bell, 

Hafte  to  my  arms,  and  there  I'll  guard  thee. 
With  free  confent  my  fears  repel, 

I'll  with  my  love  and  care  reward  the^. 
Thus  fang  I  fweetly  to  my  fair, 
^  Wha  rais'd  my  hopes  with  kind  relentipg, 
O  queen  of  imiles,  I  ask  nae  mair, 

Since  now  my  bonny  Bell's  confenting. 


WITH  tuneful  pipe,  and  hearty  glee, 
Young  Watty  wan  my  heart  j 
A  blyther  lad  ye  coud'na  fee, 

All  beauty  without  art. 
His  winning  tale  did  ibon  prevail 

To  gain  my  fond  belief  ; 
But  foon  the  fwain  gangs  o'er  the  plain. 
And  leaves  me  full,  and  leaves  me  full. 
And  leaves  me  full  of  griefl 

Tho'  Colin  courts  with  tuneful  fang. 

Yet  few  regard  his  mane  : 
The  lafifes  a'  'round  Watty  thrang, 

While  Colin's  left  alanc  : 
In  Aberdeen  was  never  ieen 

A  lad  that  gave  fie  pain  ; 
He  daily  woes,  and  ilill  purfues. 
Till  he  does  all,  till  he  does  ail, 

Till  he  does  all  obtain. 

But  foon  as  he  has  gain'dtlie  bliii. 

Away  then  does  he  run  ; 
And  hardly  will  afïord  a  kifs 

To  Hi]  y  me  undone  : 
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Bonny  Katty,  Maggy,  Betty, 

Avoid  the  roving  fwain  ; 
His  wily  tongue  be  fure  to  ihun, 
Or  you,  like  me,  or  you,  like  me, 
Like  me  will  be  undone. 


Rob's  Jock  came  to  woo  our  Jenny, 
On  ae  feaft  day  when  we  were  fou  » 
Ihe  brankit  faft  and  made  her  bonny, 
And  faid,  Jock,  come  ye  here  to  woo? 
She  burnift  her  baith  breafl:  and  brou, 
And  made  her  clear  as  ony  cbck  : 

Then  fpak  her  dame,  and  faid,  I  trou 
Yc  come  to  woo  our  Jenny,  Jock. 

Jock  faid,  forfutb,  I  yearn  fu'  fain 

To  luk  my  head,  and  fit  down  by  you  : 

Then  fpak  her  minny,  and  faid  again. 
My  bairn  has  tocher  enough  to  gie  you. 
Tchie  1  quo  Jenny,  kick,  kick,  I  fee  you  : 

Minny,  yon  man  makes  but  a  mock. 

,    Deil  hae  the  liers — fu  leis  me  o'  you, 

I  come  to  woo  your  Jenny,  quo  Jock. 

My  bairn  has  tocher  of  her  awn  ; 

A  goofe,  a  gryce,  a  cock  and  hen, 
A  ftirk,  a  ftaig,  an  acre  fawin, 
A  A  bakebread  and  a  bannock-ftane  ; 
^^  A  pig,  a  pot,  and  a  kirn  there-ben, 
A  kame  but  and  a  kaming-ftock  -, 

With  coags  and  luggies  nine  or  ten  ; 
Come  ye  to  woo  our  Jenny,  Jock  ? 
A  wecht,  a  peet-creel  and  a  cradle, 

/i  pair  of  clips,  a  graip,  a  fiaii, 

An 
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An  ark,  an  ambry  and  a  ladle, 

A  milfie,  and  a  fowen-pale, 

A  roufty  whittle  to  flieer  the  kail. 
And  a  timber-mcll  the  beer  to  knock, 

Twa  ihelfs  made  of  an  auld  iîr-daiç  r 
Come  ye  to  woo  our  Jenny,  Jock  ? 
A  furm,  a  fuilet  and  a  peck, 

A  rock,  a  reel  and  a  wheel-band, 
A  tub,  a  barrow  and  a  feck, 

A  fpurtil-braid  and  an  elwand. 

Then  Jock  took  Jenny  be  the  hand. 
And  cry'd,  a  feaft  I  and  ilew  a  cock. 

And  made  a  bridal  upo*  hand. 
Now  I  hae  got  your  Jenny,  quo  Jock. 

Now  dame,  I  hae  your  di>chter  marry^'d. 
And  tho'  ye  mak  it  ne'er  fo  tough, 

I  let  you  wit  file's  nae  mifcarryM, 
'Tis  well  kend  I  have  gear  enough  : 
An  auld  gaw*d  gloyd  fell  owr  a  heugb» 

A  fpade,  a  fpeet,  a  fpur,  a  iock  ; 
Withouten  owfen  I  have  a  pleugh  : 

May  that  nae  fer  your  Jenny,  quo  Jock> 

A  treen  truncher,  a  ram-hom  ípoon, 
Twa  bits  of  barkin  blaíint  leather, 

A  graith  that  ganes  to  coble  íhoon^ 
And  a  thrawcruik  to  twyne  a  tether, 
Twa  croks  that  moup  amang  the  heather^ 

A  pair  of  branks  and  a  feater  loclc, 

A  teugh  purfe  made  of  a  fwine's  blather, 

To  had  your  tocher,  Jenny,  quo  Jock, 

Good  elding  for  our  winter  fire, 
A  cod  of  caff  wad  fill  a  cradfe, 

A  rake  of  iron  to  ciat  the  byre. 
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A  deuk  about  the  dul>s  to  paddle. 
The  panncl  of  an  auld  led-faddle, 

And  Rob  my  eem  hccbt  me  a  llock, 
Twa  lufty  lips  to  lick  a  ladle. 

May  thir  nae  gane  your  Jenny,  quo  Jock  ? 

A  pair  of  hames  and  brechim  fine, 

And  without  bits  a  bridle  renzie, 
A  fark  made  of  the  iinkome  twine, 

A  gay  green  cloke  that  will  not  ftenzic  ; 

Mair  yet  in  ftore— I  needna  fenzie, 
Five  hundred  iîaes,  afendy  flock  ; 

And  are  nae  thae  a  wakrife  menzJe, 
To  gae  to  bed  v/i'  Jenny  and  Jock  ? 

Tak  thir  for  my  part  of  the  feaft,. 

It  is  well  kend  I  am  well  bodin  : 
Ye  need  nae  fay  my  part  is  leait, 

Wer  they  as  meikle  as  they'r  lodln. 

The  wife  fpeer'd  gin  the  kail  was  fodrn, 
When  we  hae  done,  tak  hame  the  brok  ; 

The  roft  was  teugh  as  raploch  hodin, 
"With  which  they  feailed  Jenny  and  Jock. 


JOCKY  met  with  Jenny  fair, 
Aft  be  the  dawning  of  the  day 
But  Jocky  now  is  fu'  of  care, 
Since  Jenny  flaw  his  lieart  away  t 
Altho'  ihe  promis'd  to  be  true, 
She  proven  has,,  a'lake!  unkind  ;. 
"Which  gars  poor  Jocky  aften  rue, 
That  he  e'er  loo'd  a  fickle  mind. 


And 


(     153-     ) 

And  its  o'er  the  hills  and  far  away, 
Its  o'er  the  hills  and  far  away, 
Its  o'er  the  hills  and  far  away 
The  wind  has  blawn  my  plaid  away. 

Now  Jocky  was  a  bonny  lad. 
As  e'er  was  born  in  Scotland  fair  ; 
But  now,  poor  man,  he's  e'en  gane  wood, 
Since  Jenny  has  gart  him  defpair. 
Young  Jocky  was  a  piper's  fon, 
And  fell  in  love  when  he  was  young; 
But  a'  the  fprings  that  he  cou'd  play, 
Was  o'er  the  hills  and  far  away. 
And  its,  8ic. 

He  fung — when  firft  my  Jenny's  face 
I  faw,  Ihe  feem'd  fae  fa'  of  grace, 
With  meikle  joy  my  heart  was  fill'd. 
That's  now,  alas  !  with  forrow  kili'd.! 
Oh  !  was  ihe  but  as  true  as  fair, 
'Twad  put  an  end  to  my  defpair. 
Inftead  of  that  flie  is  unkind, 
And  wavers  like  the  winter-wind. 
And  its,  &c. 

Ah  !  cou'd  fhe  find  thé  difmal  wae. 
That  for  her  fake  I  undergae. 
She  cou'd  nae  chuie  but  grant  relief, 
And  put  an  end  to  a'  my  grief: 
But  oh  !  ihe  is  as  faufe  as  fair, 
Which  caufes  a'  my  iighs  and  care  ; 
But  Ihe  triumphs  in  proud  difdain, 
And  takes  a  pleafure  in  my  pain- 
Hard  was  my  hap  to  fa'  in  love 
With  ane  that  does  fae  iàithlefs  prove» 


Hard 
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Hard  was  my  fate  to  court  a  maid 
That  has  my  conftant  heart  betray'd. 
A  thoufand  times  to  me  ihe  fware. 
She  wad  be  true  for  evermair  ; 
But,  to  my  grief,  alake,   I  fay, 
She  flaw  my  heart  and  ran  away. 

Since  that,  íhe  will  nae  pity  take, 
I  maun  gae  wander  forhfer  fake, 
And,  in  ilk  wood  and  gloomy  grove, 
I'll  fighin^  iing,  adieu  to  love, 
Since  flie  is  faufe  whom  I  adore, 
I'll  never  trail  a  woman  more. 

Frae  a'  their  charms  I'll  flee  away. 
And  on  my  pipe  Til  fweetly  play. 
O'er  hills  and  dales  and  faraway, 
Out  o'er  the  liills  and  far  away. 
Out  o'er  the  hills  and  far  away^ 
The  wind  has  blawn  my  plaid  away. 


A  Southland  Jenny,  that  was  right  bonny, 
Had  for  a  fuitor  a  norland  Johny  ; 
But  he  was  ficken  a  baihfu'  wooer. 

That  he  cou'd  fcarcely  fpeak  unto  her. 
Till  blinks  of  her  beauty,  and  hopes  o'her  filler, 
Forc'd  him  at  laft  to  tell  his  mind  till  her. 
My  dear,  quoth  he,  we'll  nae  langer  tarry, 
Gin  ye  can  loo  me,  let's  o'er  the  march,  and  marry. 

She.  Come,  come  away,  then  mynorthland  Jaddie, 
Tho'  we  gang  neatly,  fome  are  mair  gaudy  ; 
And  albeit  I  have  neither  gowd  nor  money, 
Coxtse,  and  Tli  ware  my  beauty  on  thee. 

He. 


(     1^7     > 
He.  Ye  laíTeS  of  the  fouth,  ye're  a'  for  dreiîîng  ; 
XaiîSs  of  the  north  mind  milking  and  threihing  ; 
My  minny  wad  be  angry,  and  fae  wad  my  dady, 
Shou'd  I  marry  £ne  as  dink  as  a  lady. 
For  I  maun  hae  a  wife  that  will  rife  in  the  morningj 
Crudle  a'  the  milk,  and  keep  the  houfe  a  fcaulding, 
Toolie  with  her  nibours,  and  learn  at  my  minny, 
A  norland  Jocky  maun  hae  a  norland  Jenny. 

She.  My  father's  only  daughter,  and  twenty  thoufand 
Shall  never  be  beftow'd  on  iic  a  iilly  clown  ;     (pound^ 
For  a'  that  I  faid  was  to  try  what  was  in  ye, 
Gae  hame,  ye  norland  Jock,  and  court  your  norland 
Jenny. 


I"' HERE  wa^  anes  a  May,  and  ihe  loo'd  na  men.. 
-She  bigget  her  bonny  bow*r  down  in  yon  glenj, 
But  now  ihe  cries  dool  I  and  a-well-a-day  ] 
Come  down  the  green  gate,  and  come  here  away. 
Biitnow  ihe  cries,  &c. 
When  bonny  young  Jonny  came  o'er  the  iea. 
He  faid  he  faw  naething  fae  lovely  as  me  ; 
He  heght  me  baith  rings  and  mony  braw  things, 
And  were  na  my  heart  light  I  wad  die. 

He  had  a  wee  titty  that  îoo'd  na  me, 

Becaufe  I  was  twice  as  bonny  as  ihe  ; 

She  rais'd  iic  a  pother  'twixt  him  and  his  mother, 

That  were  na  my  heart  light  I  wad  die. 

The  day  it  was  fet,  and  the  bridal  to  be, 
The  wife  took  a  dwam,  and  lay  down  to  die  ; 
She  main'd  and  ihe  grain'd  out  of  dolour  and  pain^ 
Till  he  vow'd  he  never  wad  fee  me  again. 
His  kin  was  for  ane  of  a  higher  degree, 
Said,  what  wad  he  do  with  the  like  of  nie  ? 
.  Vol.  il  O  Albeit 


(     liS    ) 
Albeit  I  was  bonny,  I  was  nae  for  Jenny  ; 
And  were  na  my  heart  light  I  wad  die. 

They  faid,  I  had  neither  cow  nor  caff, 
Kor  dribles  of  drink  rins  throw  the  drafF,  ; 

"iioT  pickles  of  meal  rins  throw  the  mill-eye  ; 
And  were  na  my  heart  light  I  wad  die. 

His  bonnet  flood  ay  fou  round  on  his  brow, 
His  auld  ane  look'd  ay  as  well  as  fome's  new  ; 
But  now  he  lets't  wear  ony  gate'it  will  hing. 
And  cafts  himfelf  dowie  on  the  corn-bing. 

And  now  he  gaes  drooping  about  the  dji-kes, 

And  a'  he  dow  do  is  to  bund  the  tykes  : 

The  live-lang  night  he  ne'er  fteeks  his  eye. 

And  wiere  na  my  heart  light  I  wad  die. 

Were  I  young  for  thee,  as  I  hae  been, 

"We  ihou'd  hae  been  galloping  down  on  yon  green^ 

And  linking  it  on  the  lilly-white  lee  ; 

And  wow  gin  I  were  but  young  for  thee. 


WHEN  abfent  from  my  foul's  delight, 
What  cold  fufpicions  freeze  my  breaft. 
Once  more  return'd  to  thy  loy\[iig^t, 
Hope  too  returns,  my  fears  have  reit. 


IT  was  about  the  Martinmas  time, 
When  the  green  leaves  were  a  falling. 
That  Sir  John  Gr.çme  in  the  weil  country 
Fell  in  love  with  Barbara  Allan. 

He  fent  his  man  down  through  the  town, 
To  the  placis  where  ihe  was  dv/elling. 


(     159    ) 

O  haíle  and  come  to  my  mailer  dear^ 
Gin  ye  be  Barbara  Allan. 

O  flowly,  flowly  rofe  fiie  up, 

To  the  place  where  he  was  lying. 
And  when  ihe  drew  the  curtain  by, 

Young  man,  I  think  you're  dying. 

O  I  am  fick,  and  very  fick, 

And  its  a  for  Barbara  Allan. 
O  the  better  for  me  ye's  never  be, 

Tho'  your  heart's  blood  were  fpilling* 

O  dinna  ye  mind,  young  man,  faidihe, 

When  in  the  tavern  drinking, 
That  ye  made  the  healths  gae  round  and  rouaá^ 

And  flighted  Barbara  Allan. 

He  turn'd  his  face  unto  the  wall, 

And  deatb  was  with  him  dealing  ; 
Adieu,  adieu,  my  dear  friends  all, 

Be  kind  to  Barbara  Allan. 

And  flowly,  flowly  raife  flie  up, 

And  flowly,  flowly  left  him  ; 
And  fighing,  laid,  flie  cou'd  not  flay, 

Since  death  of  life  had  reft  him. 

She  had  not  gane  a  inile  but  twa. 

When  flie  heard  the  dead-bell  ringing. 

And  every  jow  that  the  dead-bell  geid. 
It  cry'd,  woe  to  Barbara  Allan. 

O  mother,  mother,  make  my  bed, 

O  make  it  faft  and  narrow  ; 
Since  my  love  died  for  me  to  day, 

I'll  die  for  him  the  morrow. 

0  2  TEE 


THE  FU MELER  S  RANT. 

COME  carles  a' of  fumblers  ha*, 
And  I  will  tell  you  of  our  fate, 
Since  we  have  married  wives  that's  bra''*'. 
And  canna  pi eafe  them -when  'tis  late  î 
A  pint  we'll  take,  our  hearts  to  chear  ; 

What  fauts  we  hae,  our  wives  can  tell  % 
Gar  bring  us  in  baith  ale  and  bear, 
The  auldeil  bairn  we 'hae's  our  fell. 

Chrift'ning  of  weans  we  are  ridd  off", 

The  pariih  prieft  this  he  can  tell, 
We  aw  him  nought  but  a  grey  groat, 

TheoiF'ring  for  the  houfe  we  dweli. 
Our  bairns's  tocher  is  a'  paid, 

We're  mailers  of  the  gear  our  fell  \ 
Let  either  well  or  wae  betide. 

Here's  a  health  to  a'  ilie  wives  that's  yelk 

Our  nibour's  auld  fon  and  the  lafs, 

Into  the  barn  amang  the  itrae. 
He  gripp'd  her  in  the  dark  beguefs, 

And  after  that  came  meikie  wae. 
Repentance  ay  comes  afterhin', 

It  coft  the  carle  baith  corn  arid  hày  j 
We're  quat  of  that  with  little  din. 

Sic  croiTes  haunt  ae'er  you  nor  I. 
Now  merry,  merry  may  we  be. 

When  we  tJiink  on  our  nibour  Roble, 
The  way  the  carle  does,  we  fee, 

Wi'  his  auld  fon  and  daughter  Maggy  j 
Boots  he  maun  hae,  piitols,  why  not  j 

The  hulTy  maun  hae  corklt  ihoon:, 
We  are  nae  fae  ;  gar  fill  the  pot. 

We'll  drink  to  a'  the  hours  at  e'en.  ^ 
Here's  a  health  to  John  Mackay  we'll  drink. 

To  Hugbie,  Andrew,,  Rob  and  Ta^  |         V/el! 


(    i6i    ) 

We'îî  fît  and  drink,  we'll  nod  and  ■  wink, 

It  is  o'er  fooii  for  us  to  gang. 
Foul  fa  the  cock,  he'as  fpilt  the  play^ 

And  I  do  trow  he's  but  a  fool, 
We'll  fit  a  whiîe,  'tis  lang  to  dajr, 

For  a'  the  cocks  they  rave  at  yooL 

Since  we  have  met,,  v/e'll  merry  be. 

The  foremofl:  hame  fiiall  bear  the  mell  % 
I'll  fet  me  down,  left  I  be  fee. 

For  fear  that  I  ihou'd  bear't  my  felL 
And  I,  quoth  Rob,  and  down  fat  lie. 

The  gear  ihall  never  me  oat-rlde, 
But  we'll  take  a  fowp  of  the  barley-brcfj, 

And  drink  to  our  yell  fire-iide. 


YOUNG  Roger  of  the  milí^. 
One  morning  very  foon;> 
Put  on  his  beft  apparel,  ' 

New  hofe  and  clouted  ihoon  ; 
And  he  a  wpolng  came 

To  bonny  buxome  Nell, 
Dear  lafs,  cries  he,  cou'dft  fancy  me^ 

I  like  thee  wond'roos  well. 
My  horfes  I  have  drefl. 

And  gi'n  them  corn  and  hay^» 
Put  on  my  belt  apparel  : 

And  having  come  this  way, 
JLet's  lit  and  chat  a  while  ^ 

With  thee,  my  bonny  Nell, 
Dear  lafs,  cries  he,  cou'dft  fancy  me^. 

I'fe  like  thy  perfon  well. 

O  3  Tairîïg, 


(      l62     > 

Young  Roger,  you're  miftaken^ 

The  damfel  then  reply'd, 
I'm  not  in  iuch  a  hafte 

To  be  a  plowman's  bride  ; 
No,  I  yet  live  in  hopes 

To  marry  a  farmer's  fon  : 
If  it  be  Çoy  fays  Hodge,  I'll  go  5 

Sweet  miftrefs,  I  have  done. 

Your  horfes  you  have  dreft, 

Good  Hodge,  I  heard  you  fajíj^. 

Put  on  yourbeft  apparel; 
And  being  come  this  way^ 

Come  fit  and  chat  a  "while  j 

0  no  indeed,  not  I, 

I'll  neither  wait,  nor  fit,  nor  prat> 
I've  other  fiih,  ta  fry. 

Go  take  your  farmer's  fon. 

With  all  my  honeft  heart  : 
"What  tho'  my  name  be  Roger^ 

That  goes  at  plow  and' cart, 
I  need  Rot  tarry  long,. 

1  Toon  may  gai»  a  wîfè  ; 

There's  buxome  Joan,  it  is  welt  knosW!^ 
She  loves  me  as  her  Bfe. 

Pray  what  of  buxome  Joan  ? 

Can't  I  pleafe  you  as  well? 
For  file  has  ne'er  a  penny, 

And  I  am  buxome  Nell  ; 
And  I  have  fifty  ihillings  : 

The  money  made  him  fmîle  ; 
Oh  then,  my  dear,  riídmw  a  chaír^ 

And  chat  with  thee  awhile. 

I^^ithin  the  fpace  of  half  an  hour 
Thçfe  two  a  bargain  iiruck. 


Hepiiig 


\ 


(     t«3     ) 

Ho|">'mg  that  with  their  money 

They  both  wouM  have  good  luck. 

To  your  fifty  I  have  forty, 
With  which  a  eow  we'll  bny  ; 

We'll  join  our  haods  in  wedlock  bands^ 
Then  who  but  you  and  I  ? 


Tune,  TelloTU-^Mr^d  laddie. 

ON  Whitfunday  morning  I  went  to  the  fair. 
My  yellow- hairM  laddie  was  lelling  his  ware  j 
He  gied  me  fic  a  blythe  blink  with  his  lx)nny  black  cye^^ 
And  a  dear  blink,  and  a  fair  blink  it  was  uato  me. 

Î  wifl:  not  what  ail'd  me,  when  my  laddie  came  in, 
The  little  wee  liarnies  flew  ay  frae  my  een; 
And  the  fweat  it  drapt  down  frae  ray  very  eye-brje,  ^ 
And  my  heart  phy'd  ay  dunt,  dant,  dunt,  pittie  pattie» 

1  uift  not  what  aii'd  me,  when  I  went  to  my  bed, 
Î  toiled  and  tumbled,  and  fleep  frae  me  fled, 
Now  its  ileeping  and  waking,   be  is  ay  in  my  eye,    ' 
And  my  heart  pkys  ay  dunt,  dunt,  dunt,  pittie  pattie,. 


MV  Patie  is  a  lover  gay, 
His  mind  is  never  muddy^  ^ 

His  breath  is  fweeter  than  new  hay,- 

His  face  is  fair  and  ruddy. 
His  ihapc  is  handforae,  middle  fizc'^ 

He's  ilately  in  his  wawking  ;  ^ 

The  ihining  of  his  een  lurprile, 

'Tis  heav'n  to  hear  him  tawking.  "^ 

i*ail  jiight  I  met  him  on  a  bawk; 

"Wliere  ydiow  corn  was  growing,  Tliere 


I 


(  ^H  ) 

There  mony  a  kindly  word  he  fpakc, 
That  fet  my  heart  a  glov/ing. 

He  kifs'd  and  vovv'd  he  wad  be  mine. 
And  loo'd  me  beft  of  ony  ; 

That  gars  me  like  to  fing  finfyne, 
O  corn  rigs  are  bonny. 

Let  maidens  of  a  filly  mind 

Refufe  what  maift  they're  wanting, 
Since  we  for  yielding  are  defign'd, 

We  ehaftly  ihould  be  granting  ; 
Then  I'll  comply,  and  marry  Pate, 

And  fyne  my  cockernony 
He's  free  to  touzle  air  or  latev 

Where  corn  rigs  are  bonny. 


FOR  the  iake  of  Îômebody, 
For  the  fake  of  fomebody> 
I  cou'd  wake  a  winter-night 

For  the  fake  of  fomebody  t 
I  am  gawn  to  feek  a  wife, 

I  am  gawn  to  buy  a  plaidy, 
Î  have  three  ilane  of  woo, 

Carling,  is  thy  daughter  ready  ?, 
For  the  fake,  &c. 

Betty,  laiTy,  fay't  thy  i^l, 

Tho'  thy  dame  be  ill  to  ilioo, 
Firft  we'll  buckle,'then  we'll  tell, 

Let  her  fly  te  and  iyne  come  too  t 
What  iignifies  a  mither^s  gloom, 

When  love  and  kiifes  come  in  play  Ï 
ShouM  we  wither  in  our  bloom, 

And  i]i  finmier  make  nac  hay  ? 

She. 


(  I^>  )  - 

She.  Bonny  lad,  I  care  na  by, 

Tho'  I  try  my  luck  with  thee, 
Since  ye  are  content  to  tye 

The  haif-mark  bridal  band  wl'  m^  ? 
ril  flip  hame  and  waili  my  feet. 

And  ileal  on  linnings  fair  and  clean, 
Syne  at  the  tryfting  place  we'll  meet. 

To  do  but  what  my  dame  has  done 

He.  Now  my  lovely  Betty  gives 
Confent  in  fie  a  heartfome  gate. 

It  me  frae  a'  ray  care  relieves, 

And  doubts  that  gart  nae  aft  look  blatej 

Then  let  us  gang  and  get'tlie  grace, 
For  they  that  have  an  appetite 

Shou'd  eat  ;  —  and  lovers  fhouM  embrace  ; 
-If  theiê  be  faults,  *tis  nature*s  v/yte. 


Recitative. 

BLATE  Jonny  faintly  teld  fair  jean  his  mind  ', 
Jeany  took  "pleafure  to  deny  him  lang  : 
He  thought  her  fcorn  came  frae  a  heart  unkind  i 
Which  gart  him  in  deipair  tune  up  this  fang» 

Air. 

0  bonny  îaiîîe,  iînce  'tis  fae. 
That  Vm  defpis'd  by  thee, 

1  hate  to  live  ;   but  O  I'm  wae, 

And  unco  fvveer  to  die. 
Dear  Jeany,  think  what  dowy  hoiiis 

I  thole  by  your  difdain  ; 
Ah  i  ihould  a  breaft  fae  faft  as  yours 

Contain  a  heart  of  ilane  í 

Re  et- 


(166-) 

Recitative. 
Thefe  tender  notes  did  a'  her  pity  move, 
With  melting  heart  ihe  liiined  to  the  boy  ; 
O'ercome  (he  fmil'd,  and  promis'd  him  her  love  : 
He  in  return  thus  fang  his  rifing  joy. 

A  I  il. 
Hence  frae  my  breaft,  contentious  care, 

YeVe  tint  the  power  to  pine  ; 
My  Jeany's   good,  my  Jeany's  fair. 

And  a'  her  fvveets  are  mine. 
O  fpread  thine  arms,    and  gi'e  me  fowth 

Of  dear  enchanting  bhfs^ 
A  thoufand  joys  around  thy  moutli 

Gi'e  heaven  with  ilka  kifs. 


MAG  IE'  S    TOCHER. 

THE  meal  was  dear  ihort  fyne. 
We  buckl'd  us  a'  the  githcr  ; 
i\nd  Maggie  was  in  her  prime. 
When  Willie  made  courtihip  till  her  : 
Twa  piftols  charg'd  beguefs, 
To  gie  the  courting  ihot  ; 
And  fyne  came  ben  the  lafs, 
Wi'  fwats  drawn  frae  the  butt. 
He  firft  fpeer'd  at  the  guidman. 
And  fyne  at  Giles  the  mither, 
An  ye  wad  gi's  a  bit  land, 
We'd  buckle  us  e'en  the  gither. 
My  daughter  ye  ihall  hae, 
I'll  gi'  you  her  by  the  hand  : 
But  I'll  part  wi'  my  wife  by  my  fae> 
Or  I  part  wi'  my  Und. 

Your 


(  1^1  ) 

Your  tocher  it  fall  be  good, 
There's  nane  fall  hae  its  maik, 
The  lafs  bound  in  her  fnood, 
And  Grummie  who  kens  her  ftake  : 
With  an  auld  bedden  o'  claiths. 
Was  left  me  by  my  mither, 
They're  jet  black  o'er  wi'  flaes, 
Ye  may  cuddle  in  them  tb'  gither. 
Ye  fpeak  right  well,  guidman, 
Bat  ye  maun  mend  your  hand, 
And  think  o'  modefty, 
Gin  ye'll  not  quat  your  land  : 
We  are  bat  young,  ye  ken, 
And  now  we're  gawn  the  gither  ; 
A  houfe  is  butt  and  ben, 
And  Grummie  will  want  her  fother. 
The  bairns  are  coming  on. 
And  they'll  cry,  O  their  mither  1 
We  have  nouther  pat  nor  pan, 
But  four  bare  legs  the  gither. 

Your  tocher's  be  good  enough. 
For  that  you  need  nae  fear, 
Twa  good  ftilts  to  the  pleugh. 
And  ye  your  fell  maun  fleer  : 
Ye  fhall  hae  îwa  good  pocks 
That  anes  were  o'  the  tweel, 
The  t'ane  to  had  the  grots, 
^  The  ither  to  had  the  meal  ; 
With  ane  auld  kill  made  of  wantls,' 
And  that  fall  be  your  coffer, 
"Wi'  aiken  woody  bands, 
And  that  may  had  your  tocher. 
Ccnfider  well,  guidman, 
VVe  hae  but  borrowed  gear, 


The 


(     i^S    ) 

Tlie  horfe  that  I  ride  on 
Is  Robie  Wilfon's  mare  : 
The  fadle's  nana  of  my  ain, 
And  thae's  but  borrow'd  bootSj 
And  whan  that  I  gae  liame, 
I  maun  take  to  my  koots  : 
The  cloak  is  Geordy  Watt's, 
That  gars  me  look  fae  croufe  ; 
Come  fill  us  a  cogue  of  fwats, 
We'll  make  na  mair  toom  rufe^ 
I  like  you  well,  young  lad. 
For  teliing  me  fae  plain,. 
Î  married  when  little  I  had 
G'  gear  that  was  my  ain, 
But  iln  that  things  arc  fae, 
The  bride  ihe  maun  come  forth, 
Tho'  a'  the  gear  ihe'll  hae. 
It'll  be  but  little  worth. 
A  bargain  it  maun  be, 
Fy  cry  on  Giles  the  mither  : 
Content  am  I,  quo'  ihe. 
E'en  gar  the  hiflie  come  hither. 
The  bride  ihe  gade  till  her  bed, 
The  bridegroom  he  came  till  her  ; 
The  fidler  crap  in  at  the  fit. 
An  they  cuddl'd  it  a'  the  gither. 


AT  Pol  wart  on  the  green 
If  you'll  meet  me  the  morn, 
Where  laifes  do  convcen 
To  dance  about  the  thorn. 
A  kindly  welcome  you  ihail  meet 
Frae  her  wha  likes  to  view 


(     1^9     > 

A  lover  and  a  lad  com  pleat. 

The  lad  and  lover  you. 
Let  dorty  dames  fay  na, 
As  lang  as  e'er  they  pleaie, 
Seem  caulder  than  the  íiia', 
While  inwardly  they  bleeze  ; 
But  I  will  frankly  ihaw  my  mind. 

And  yield  my  heart  to  thee  i 
Be  ever  to  the  captive  kind, 

That  langs  nae  to  be  free. 

At  Polwart  on  the  green, 
Amang  the  new  mawn  hay, 
With  fangs  and  dancing  keen 
We'll  pafs  the  heartfome  day, 
At  night,  if  beds  be  o'er  thrang  laid. 

And  thou  be  twin'd  of  thine, 
Thou  (hall  be  welcome,  my  dear  lad. 

To  tak  a  part  of  mine. 


P  ATIE. 

BY  the  delicious  warmneis  of  thy  moutli. 
And  rowing  eye,  which  fmiling  tells  the  truth, 
I  guefs,  my  laifie,  that,  as  well  as  I, 
You're  made  for  love,  and  why  ihould  ye  deny  ? 

Peggy. 
But  ken  ye,  lad,  gin  we  confefs  o'er  foon, 
Ye  think  us  cheap,  and  fyne  the  wooing's  done  : 
The  maiden  that  o'er  quickly  tines  her  pow'r. 
Like  unripe  fruit,  will  taile  but  hard  and  fow'r. 

P  A  T  I  E. 

But  when  they  hing  o'er  lang  upon  the  tree, 
Their  fweetnefs  they  may  tine,  and  fae  may  ye  : 
Vol.  II.  p  KQd- 
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Rea-clieeked,  you  completely  ripe  appear, 
And  I  have  thol'd  and  woo'd  a  lang  haff  year, 

Peggy. 
Then  dinna  pu'  me  ♦,  gently  thus  I  fa* 
Into  my  Patie's  arms  for  good  and  a'  : 
But  ftint  your  wiihes  to  this  frank  embrace, 
And  mint  nae  farther,  till  we've  got  the  gracç. 

P  A  T  I  E. 

O  charming  armfu'  !  hence,  ye  cares,  away, 
I'll  kifs  ray  treafure  a'  the  live  lang  day  ; 
A'  night  I'll  dream  my  kiifes  o'er  again, 
^Tiil  that  day  come  that  ye'll  be  a'  my  ain. 
Chorus. 
Sun,  gallop  down  the  weftlin  skies, 
Gang  foon  to  bed,  and  quickly  rife  ; 
O  laih  your  deeds,  poil  'ime  away. 
And  haite  about  our  bridal  day  : 
i\ndifye're  weary'd,  honeft  light, 
Sleep;  gin  ye  like,  a  week  that  night. 


AS  down  in  the  meadow  I  chanced  to  pafs. 
Oh  !  there  I  beheld  a  beautiful  lafs  ; 
Her  age,  I  am  fure,  it  was  fcarcf^ly  fifteen, 
And  flie  on  her  head  wore  a  garland  of  green  : 
Her  lips  were  like  rubies  ;  and  as  for  her  eyes, 
They  fparkl'd  like  diamonds,  or  ftars  in  the  skies  j 
And  as  for  her  voice  it  was  charming  and  clear. 
And  file  fung  a  fongfor  thelofs  of  her  dear. 

Why  does  my  love  Willy  prove  falfe  and  unkind  ? 
Ah  !  why  does  he  change  like  the  wavering  wind. 
From  one  that  is  loyal  in  ev'ry  degree  ? 
Ahl  why  does  he  change  to  another  from  me  ? 

Oe 
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Or  does  he  take  pleafure  to  torture  me  fo  ? 
Or  does  he  deUght  in  my  fad  overthro^v  ? 
Snfannah  will  always  prove  true  to  her,  truit, 
'Tis  pity,  lov'd  Willy  fliou'd  prove  fo  unjuft. 

In  the  meadows  as  we  were  a  making  of  hay, 
There  did  we  pafs  the  fweet  minutes  away; 
Then  was  I  kifs'd,  and  fet  down  on  his  knee. 
No  man  in  the  world  was  fo  loving  as  he. 
And  as  he  went  forth  to  harrow  and  plow, 
I  milk'd  him  fweet  iillabubs  under  my  cow; 
O  then  I  was  kifs'd  as  I  fat  on  his  knee  ! 
No  man  in  the  world  was  fo  loving  aslie. 

But  now  he  has  left  me  !  and  Fanny  the  fair 
Employs  all  his  wiihes,  his  thoughts  and  his  care  : 
He  kiiTes  her  hpas  íhe  fits  on  his  knee. 
And  fays  all  the  fweet  things  he  once  faid  to  me  : 
But  if  fhe  believe  him,  the  falfe-hearted  íwúa. 
Will  leave  her,  and  then  Ihe  with  me  may  complai% 
For  nought  is  more  certain,  believe,  lilly  Sue, 
Who  once  has  been  faithlefs  can  never  be  true. 

She  finiih'd  herfong,  and  rofe  up  to  be  gone. 
When  over  the  meadow  came  jolly  young  John> 
Who  told  her  that  flie  was  the  joy  of  his  life. 
And  if  ihe'd  confent  he  wou'd  make  her  his^  wife  ^ 
She  cou'd  not  refufe  him  ;  fo  to  church  they  went  ; 
Young  Willy's  forgot,  and  young  Sufan's  content» 
Moft  men  are  like  Willy,  moil  women  like  Sue  ; 
If  men  will  be  falfe,  why  ihou'd  women  be  true  ? 


HOW  pleafant  a  failor's  life  paiTes, 
Who  roams  o'er  the  watery  main  t 
No  treafure  he  ever  amaíTes, 

But  chearfuUy  fpends  all  his  gain^ 

p  2  We're 
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We're  ílrangers  to  party  and  fadion, 

To  honour  and  honefty  true  ; 
Snd  would  not  commit  a  bad  a<5tion^ 

for  power  or  profit  in  view. 

Chorus. 
Then  why  fliould  we  quarrel  for  riches, 

Or  any  fuch  glittering  toys  ^ 
A  light  heart,  and  thin  pair  of  breeches. 

Goes  thorow  the  world,  brave  boys. 

The  world  is  a  beautiful  garden, 

Enrich'd  with  the  bleifings  of  life,    . 
The  toiler^with  plenty  rewarding, 

Which  plenty  too  often  breeds  ílrife. 
When  terrible  tempefts  affail  us, 

And  mountainous  billows  affrights 
No  grandeur  or  wealth  can  avail  us, 

But  skilful  induftry  fleers  right. 
Then  why  ihould,  &c. 

The  courtier's  more  fubje<51:  to  dangers. 

Who  rules  at  the  helm  of  the  flate, 
1  han  we,  who  to  pol'ticks  are  ílrangers^ 

Efcape  the  fnares  laid  for  the  great. 
The  various  bleffings  of  nature 

In  various  nations  we  try; 
Ko  mortal  than  we  can  be  greater. 

Who  merrily  live  till  we  die. 


YOUNG  Roger  came  tapping  at  Dolly's  window, 
Thumpaty,  thumpaty,  thump. 
He  begg'd  for  admittance,  fhe  anfwer'd  him,  no, 

Glumpaty,  glumpaty,  glump. 
My  Dolly,  my  dear,  your  true  love  is  here, 

Dumpaty,  dumpaty,  dump  : 
No,  «o,  Roger,  no,  as  you  came  you  may  go, 

Slumpaty,  ilumpaty,  flump.  Oh 
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Oh  what  Is  the  reafon,  dear-  Dolly,  he  cry'd, 

Humpaty,  &c. 
That  thus  I'm  cait  oíF,  and  unkindly  deny'd  ? 

Trumpaty,  &c. 
Some  rival  more  dear,  I  guefs  has  been  here, 

Crumpaty,  &c. 
Suppofe  there's  been  two,  fir,  pray  what's  that  to  yotr^ 

Numpaty,  &e.  (fir. 

Oh  1  then  with  a  fad  look  his  farewel  he  took, 

Humpaty,  &c. 
And  all  in  defpair  he  leap'd  into  the  brook. 

Plump  ity,  &c. 
His  courage  he  cooi'd,  he  found  himfelf  fool'd, 

Mumpaty,  &c. 
He  fwara  to  the  ihore,  and  faw  Dolly  no  more, 

Rumpaty,  &c. 

Oh  !  then  ihe  recalFd,  and  rccalFd  him  again, 

Humpaty,  &c. 
Whilft  he  like  a  madman  ran  over  the  plain^ 

Slumpaty,  Sec. 
Betermin'd  to  find  a  damfcl  more  kind, 

Piurapaty,  &c. 
While  Doily's  afraid  ihe  muft  die  an  old  maid',. 

Mumpaty,  &c^ 


WilY  has  not  love  refleilion's  eyes  ? 
Why,  but  from  forrow  mull  v/e  kno.W 
That  folly  is  the  feed  of  vice. 

And  vice  the  nurfery  of  woe, 
Chloe,  when  thy  charms  invite, 

A  folly  in  enjoyment  lyes  ; 
And  wifdom  bids  us  Ihun  delight  ;- 
Wifdom  is  weak,  and  folly  wiièi 

P  3  Tais: 
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Fair  virtue  lofes  all  her  charms. 

If  from  thy  bofom  fhe  deters  :. 
And  vice  inviting  to  thy  arms, 

In  virtue's  heavenly  form  appears, 
DeilriKÎlion  tempting  in  thy  eyes. 

So  lovely  a  difguife  puts  on, 
We  fee  where  our  undoing  lyes, 

Yet  cry,  'tis  heaven  to  be  undone. 


By  J.  Dryden. 

CALM  was  the  even,  and  clear  was  the  sky^, 
And  the  lew  budding  flowers  didfpring, 
^^'hen  all  alone  weat  Amyntas  and  I, 
To  hear  the  fweet  nightingales  iing, 
I  fat,  and  he  laid  him  down  by  me. 

But  fcarcely  his  breath  he  could  draw  ; 
For  when,  with  fear,  he  began  to  draw  near^, 
He  was  daih'd  with  a  ha,  ha,  ha. 

He  blurti'd  to  himfelf,  and  lay  ftill  a  while. 
And  his  modeily  curb'd  his  deiire  ; 

But  ilreight  I  o'ercame  all  his  fear  with  a  fmile^ 
Which  added  new  flames  to  his  fire  y 

0  Silvia,  faid  he,  you  are  cruel. 

To  keep  your  poor  lover  in  awe  : 
Then  once  more  he  preft  his  hand  to  my  breaíl^ 

l>ut  was  dafli'd  with  a  ha,  ha,  ha. 
Í  knew  'twas  his  pafiion  that  caus'd  all  his  fear^ 

And  therefore  I  pity'd  his  cafe  ; 

1  whifper'd  him  foftly,  there's  nobody  near. 

And  laid  my  cheek  dofe  to  his  face. 
But  as  he  grew  bolder  and  bolder,' 

A  ihepherd  came  by  us  and  faw  ; 
Andjuft  as  our  blifs  we  began  with  a  kifs, 

He  iaugh'd  out  with  a  ha,  ha^  ha. 


(  ITS  y 

The   TUTOR. 

COME  my  faireft,  learn  of  me, 
Learn  to  give  and  take  the  biiis  % 
Come,  my  love,  here*s  none  but  we, 

I'll  inftruét  thee  how  to  kifs  : 
Why  turn  from  me  that  dear  face  ? 

Why  that  blufh  and  downcaft  eye  f 
Come,  come,  meet  my  fond  embraccj 
And  the  mutual  rapture  try.    . 

Throw  thy  lovely  twyning  arms 

Round  my  neck,  or  round  my  waill*. 
And  whilil  I  devour  thy  charms, 

Let  me  clofely  be  eaibrac'd  : 
Then  when  foft  ideas  rife, 

And  your  gay  deiires  grow  fiirong  ? 
Let  them  fparkle  in  thine  eyes, 

Let  them  murmur  from  thy  tongu?^ 

To  my  breaft  with  rapture  cling, 

Look  with  traniport  on  my  face  ;. 
Kifs  me,  prefs  me,  every  thing 

To  endear  the  fond  embrace:     - 
Every  tender  name  of  love,   ■ 

In  ibft  whifpers  let  me  hear  j. 
And  let  {peaking  nature  prove 

Every  extafy  iîneere. 


The  SECRET  KISS. 

AT  the  filent  ev'ning  hour, 
Two  fond  lovers»  in  a  bowV, 
Sought  their  mutual  blifs  ; 
Tho'  her  heart  was  juft  relenting, 
Tho'  her  eyes  feem'd  juft  confenting. 
Yet,  yet  ihe  fear'd  to  kifs» 
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Since  this  fecret  (hade,  he  cry'd. 
Will  thoie  rofy  bluihes  hide, 

Why,  why  will  you  refift  ? 
When  no  tell-tale  fpy  is  near  us. 
Eye  to  fee,  or  ear  to  hear  us, 

Who,  who  wou'd  not  be  kifs'd  ? 

Celia  hearing  what  he  faid, 
Bluihing,  lifted  up  her  head. 

Her  breaft  foft  wiihes  fill; 
Since,  ihe  cry'd,  no  fpy  is  near  U5, 
Eye  to  fee,  or  car  to  hear  us, 

Kifs,  kifs,  or  what  you  will. 


rhe  BORROWED  KISS. 

SEE  I  languiih,  fee  I  faint, 
I  muft  borrow,  beg  or  ileal  ;. 
Can  you  lee  a  ibul  in  want, 

And  no  kind  compaiîion  feel  ? 
Give,  or  lend,  or  let  me  take 

One  fweet  kiis,  I  ask  tío  more  ^ 
One  fweet  kifs,  for  pity's  fak«, 
I'll  repay  it  with  a  fcore. 

Chloe  heard,  and  with  a  fmile^ 

Kind,  compaffionate  and  fweet  j 
Colin,  *tis  a  fm  to  ileal, 

And  for  me  to  give's  not  meet; 
But  I'll  lend  a  kifs  or  twain 

To  poor  Colin  in  diftrels  ; 
Not  that  I'll  be  paid  again, 

Colin,  I  mean  nothing  lefs. 


Th 
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The  RAPTURE, 

WHILST  cm  thy  dear  bofom  lyings 
Celîa,  who  can  fpeak  my  blifsj 
Who  the  rapture  I'm  enjoying. 

When  thy  balmy  lips  I  kifs  ; 
Every  look  with  love  infpires  me, 
Every  touch  my  bofom  warms; 
Every  melting  munnur  fires  rae, 
Every  joy  is  in  thy  arms. 

Thofe  dear  eyes  how  foft  they  languííH, 

Feel  my  heart  with  rapture  beat  -, 
Pleafure  turns  aJmoil  to  anguifh, 

Wlien  the  tranfport  is  fo  fweet  : 
Look  not  fo  divinely  on  me, 

Ceil  a,  I  ihall  die  with  blifs  ; 
Yet,  yet  turn  thofe  eyes  upon  me  ; 

W- ho'd  not  die  a  death  like  this  ? 


The  STOLEN  Kl&S: 

ON  a  mofly  bank  reclined, 
Beauteous  Chloe  lay  repoiing, 
O'er  her  breaft  each  am'rous  ^ind 

W^antcn  play'd,  its  fwects  difcloiingî 
Tem.pted  with  the  fwelling  charms, 

Colin,  happy  fwain,  drew  nigh  her. 
Softly  ilole  into  her  arms, 

Laid  his  fcrip  and  iheep-hook  by  her. 
O'er  her  downy  panting  l^eaft, 

His  delighted  fingers  roving,. 
To  her  lips  his  lips  he  preft 

In  the  extafy  of  loving  : 
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Chloe  wak*neJ  with  his  kifs, 

Pleas'd,  yel  frowning  to  conceal  it, 

Cry'd,  true  lovers  iliare  the  biifs, 

Why  then,  Coh"n,  wou'd  you  ileal  it  ? 


rhe  IMAGINARY  KIS  S, 

WHEN  Fanny  I  faw,  as  ihe  trip'd  o'er  the  green, 
Fair,  blooming,  foft,  artlefs  and  kind  , 
Fond  love  in  her  eyes,  wit  and  fenie  in  her  mien, 

And  warmnefs  with  modefty  join'd  ; 
Tranfported  with  fudden  amazement,  I  flood 

Fail  rivetted  down  to  the  place  : 
Her  delicate  íhapc,  eafy  motion,  I  vievv'd. 
And  wander'd  o'er  every  grace. 

Ye  gods,  what  luxuriance  of  beauty,  I  cry, 

What  raptures  muft  dwell  in  her  arras  ! 
On  her  lips  I  could  feail,  on  her  breafl  I  could  die  j 

O  Fanny,  how  fweet  are  thy  charms  I 
Whilil  thus  in  idea  my  paifion  I  fed, 

Soft  tranfport  my  fenies  invade, 
Young  Damon  ftep'd  up,  with  the  fubilance  he  fied. 

And  left  me  to  kifs  but  the  fliade. 


Th  F  EAST. 

POLLY,  when  your  lips  you  join 
Lovely  pouting  lips  to  mine  j 
To  the  bee  the  flovv'ry  Held 
Such  a  banquet  does  not  yield  i 
Not  the  dewy  morning  rofe, 
n  much    fweetiiefs  does  difclofe  t 

Hot 
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Kût  the  gods  fuch  Ne^ar  Up, 
As  Colin  from  thy  balmy  lip. 
Kifs  me  then,  with  rapture  kiis. 
We'll  furpafs  the  gods  in  blifs, 
We'll  furpafs,  we'll  furpafs, 
We'll,  &c. 


rhe  MEETING  KISS. 

LET  me  fly  into  thy  arms, 
Let  me  tafle  again  thy  charms  ; 
Kifs  me,  prefs  me  to  thy  breaft 
In  raptures  not  to  be  expreft  : 
Let  me  clafp  thy  lovely  waift. 
Throw  thy  arms  around  my  neck  ; 
Thus  embracing,  and  embrac'd, 
Nothing  íTiall  our  raptures  check  ; 
Hearts  with  mutual  pleafure  glowing, 
Lips  with  lips  together  growing, 
Eyes  with  tears  of  gladneis  flowing. 
Eyes  and  lips  and  hearts  fhall  fliow 
The  excefs  of  joy  that  meeting  lovers  know. 
The  excefs,  &c. 


Tie  RECONCILING  KISS, 

TlfTHY  that  fadnefs  on  thy  brow? 
^^     Why  that  Parting  chryital  tear  ? 
Deareil  Polly,  let  me  know, 
For  thy  grief  I  cannot  bear. 

Polly,  with  a  figh,  reply'd. 

What  needs  I  the  caufe  impart  ?  Did 
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Did  not  you  this  moment  chide  ? 
And  you  know  it  breaks  my  heart* 

Colin,  melting  as  ihe  fpoke, 

Caught  the  fair  one  in  his  arms  ; 

O,  my  dear,  that  tender  look 
Every  paillon  quite  difarmî. 

By  this  dear  relenting  kifs. 

Va  no  anger  in  my  thought  ; 
Come,  my  love,  by  this  and  this. 

Let  our  quarrel  be  forgot. 
As  when  fudden  ftormy  rain 

Every  drouping  flowret  Ipoils  ; 
When  the  fun  ihines  out  again. 

All  the  face  of  nature  fmiles. 
î^ûlly  fo  reviv'd  and  chear'd, 

By  her  Coiin's  kind  embrace. 
Her  declining  head  up  rear'd, 

Sweetly  fmiling  in  his  face. 


Th  MUTUAL  KISS. 

CEI-IA,  by  theiè  fmiling  graces, 
Which  my  panting  bofom  warm  ; 
By  the  heav'n  of  thy  embraces, 

By  thy  wond'rous  pow'r  to  charm  ; 
By  thefe  foft  bewitching  glances 

Which  my  inmofl:  bofom  move  % 
By  thefe  lips  wliofe  kifs  inlrances, 
Thee,vaBid  thee  alone  I  love. 

By  thy  godlike  arl  of  loving, 

Celia  with  a  blufli  replies  î 
33y  thy  heav'nly  power  of  moving 

All  my  foul  to  lympathize  j 

By 
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By  tlieiê  eager  foft  careiTcs, 

By  thofe  arms  around  me  thrnwri. 
By  that  look  which  truih  expreiîes. 

My  fond  heart  is  all  thy  own. 
Thus,  with  glowing  inclination, 

They  indulge  the  tender  blils: 
And  to  bind  the  lading  paifion, 

Seal  it  with  a  mutual  kifs  : 
Clofe  in  fond  embraces  lying, 

They  together  feem  to  grow  5 
Such  fupreme  delight  enjoying, 

As  true  lovers  only  know. 


Jenny. 

STERN  winter  has  left  us,  the  trees  are  in  bloom, 
And  cowflips  and  vi'lets  the  meadows  perfume  ; 
While  kids  are  difporting,  and  birds  fill  the  fpray, 
Ï  wait  for  my  Jocky  to  hail  the   new  May. 

J  o  c  K  y. 
Among  the  young  lilies,   my  Jenny,  I've  flray'd. 
Pinks,  daizies  and  woodbines  I  bring  to  my  maid 4 
Here's  thyme  fweetly  fmelling,  and   lave  nder  gay> 
A  pofy  to  form  for  my  queen  of  the  May. 

J^  N  N  Y. 
Ah  1  Jocky,  1  fear  you  intend  to  beguile, 
When  feated  with  Molly  lafl:  night  on  a  iliJe, 
You  fwore  that  you'd  love  her  for  ever  and  ay. 
Forgetting  poor  Jenny  your  queen  of  the  May. 

Jocky. 

Young  AVilly  is  handfome  in  fliepherds  green  dreil. 
He  gave  you  thefe  ribbons  tliat  hang  at  your  brcal]:  ; 
Vol.  II.  Q,  Bái- 
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BcH  les  three  fwcet  kiifes  upon  the  new  hay,  ^^•'-•. 

Was  that  done  Uke  Jenny,  my  queen  of  the  May  ?  ?■ 

J  E  N  N  Y. 

Tl-iis  garland  of  rofes  no  lon^^er  I  prize, 
Since  Jocky,  fahe  hearted,  his  paflion  denies  : 
Ye  flowers  lb  blooming,  this  inftant  decay, 
For  Jcnny^s  no  longer  the  queen  of  the  May, 

J  o  c  K  Y. 
Believe  me,  dear  maiden,  your  lo.vrr  yoa  wrong. 
Your  name  is  forever  tlie  theme  of  my  fong  ; 
From  the  dews  of  pale  eve'  to  the  dawning  of  day, 
I  fmg.but  of  Jenny  my  queen  of  the  May. 

Jenny. 
Again,  balmy  comfort  with  tranfport  I  vÍ£W, 
My  fears  are  all  vanKh'd,  lince  Jocky  is  true  ; 
Tiîen  to  your  blith  (hepherds  ihe  news  I'll  convey, 
Tiiast  Jenny  alone  you've  crown 'd  queea  of  the  May. 

Jocky. 
Of  ev'ry  degree  ye  young  lovers  draw  near, 
Avoid  all  fufpicion,  what  e'er  may  appear; 
Believe  not  your  eyes,  jf  your  peace  they'd  betray, 
Thai  come,  my  dear  Jenny,  and  hail  the  new  May* 

Jenny. 
At  eve*  when  the  fun  fceks.repofe  in  the  weil, 
And  May's  tuneful  choirifts  all  skim  to  their  refl  ; 
When  I  meet  on  the  green  the  dear  youth  I  love  heft, 
My  heart  is  juft  ready  te  baril  from  my  breaft.        ■  f 

But  fee  how  the  meadows  are  moiften'd  with  âew,      * 
<]ome,  come,  my  dear  íhepherd^  I  wait  but  for  you  ; 
We  live  for  each  other  both  eonftant  and  true, 
.4»d  taile  the  foft  raptures  no  monarch  e'er  knew. 

TO 


(  ^%  ^ 

To  Cclia  thus  fond  Damon  faiJ, 
Here's  a  moiTy  carpet  laid  j 
And  then  her  hancî  he  prefs'd, 
Free  from  the  world's  intruding  eye, 
Here  lurks,  my  dear,  no  buly  fpy  -, 
He  Jook'd,  and  fighM  the  reft. 

She  itarted  with  a  feign'd  furprife, 
While  pleafure  fparlird  in  her  eyes  j 

Sure  Damon  does  not  mean — 
The  fliepherd  ftopp'd  her  with  a  kii>-,  ^ 
And  claip'd  her  panting  breaft  to  his  -, 

My  deary  we  are  not  íeen. 

Then  by  a  thoufand  kilTes  more, 
A  thoufand  ttnder  oaths  he  fvrorc. 

His  love  iliou'd  never  end. 
She  call'd  on  all  the  powers  above, 
None  b.card  her  but  the  god  of  love  ; 

And  he  was  Damon's  friend. 
And  is  there  then  no  help,  flie  faid, 
By  Damon  thus  to  be  bctray'd  ? 

Then  hung  her  head  and  blulh'J. 
O  Damon,    will  you  yet  be  good  ? 
The  ihepherd  fmil'd,  and  faid  he  would  ; 

She  iigh'd,  and  all  was  hulh'd. 


The  ROVER. 

IN  all  the  fex  fome  charms    I  find, 
I  love  to  try  all  women-kind, 
The  fair,  the  fmart,  the  witty  ; 
In  Cupid's  fetters  moft  fevere,, 
I  languifli'd  out  the  long,   long  year, 
The  flave  of  wanton  Kitty. 

Ç11 


C    iH  ) 

At  len-gth,  Ï  broke  tlie  galling  chain, 
And  fwore  that  love  was  endlefs  pain, 
One  conllant  fcene  of  folly. 
I  vow'J,  no  more  to  wear  the  yoke  j 
But  foon  I  felt  the  fécond  ftroke, 
And  figh'd  for  blue-cy'd  Molly. 

With  treíTcs  next,  of  flaxen  hu?, 
Young  Jenny  did  my  fiul  fubduc. 
That  lives  in  yonJer  alley. 
Then  Cupid  threw  another  fnare, 
And  caught  me  in  the  curling  hair 
Of  little  tempting  Sally. 

Adorn'd  with  charms,  iho'  blith  and  young, 

My  roving  heart  from  bondage  fprung  j 

This  heart  of  yielding  metal. 

And  now  it  wanders  here  and  there. 

By  turns  the  prize  of  brown  and  fair» 

iijí  never  more  will  fettle. 


Tune,  To  danton  ?n€. 

WHEN  nrft  I  faw  thee,  graceful,  move, 
•  Ah  me  !  what  meant  my  \hrobbing  bread  ? 
Say,  foft  confufion,  art'thou  lovt. 
If  love  thou  art,  théh  farewel  reii, 

\V  ith  gentle  fmiles  aíTwage  tiie  pain 
Thofe  gentle  fmiles  did  fírfl;  create  s 

And  though  yon  cannot  love  again, 
In  pity,  oh  !  forbear  to  hate. 


I'LL 


(    «8y   ) 

I'LL  fing  to  my  lover  all  night  and  all  day. 
He's  ever  good  natur'd  and  frolick  and  gay. 
Mis  voice  is  as  f^'eet  as  the  nightingale's  lay, 
And  well  on  his  bagpipe  my  fliepherd  can  play  5 
And  a  bonny  young  lad  is  my  Jocky. 

He  fays  tlwl  he  loves  me,  I'm  witty  and  fair. 
And  praifes  my  eyes,  ray  lips  and  my  hair  ; 
Rofe,  violet  nor  lily  with  me  can  compare. 
If  this  be  to  flatter,  'tis  pretty,  I  fwear. 

He  kneel'd  at  my  feet,  and  with  many  a  iigh, 
He  cry'd,  O-my  dear,  will  you  never  comply. 
If  you  mean  to  deilroy  me,  why,  fay  it,  I'll  die  ; 
I  trembled  ail  over,  and  anfwered,  not  L 

Around  the  tall  may-pole  lie  dances  fo  neat. 
And  fonnets  of  love  the  dear  boy  can  repeat  j 
He's  confiant,  he's  vaUant,  he's  wife  and  difcreet,. 
His  looks  are  ib  kind',  and  his  kiiTes  ib  fweet. 
And  a  bonny  young,  &c. 


The  JUITTCIOUS    FAIR. 

YOU  tell  me  I'm^handfome,  I  know  not  how  tnie^ 
And  eafy,  and  v/itty,  and  good  humour'd  tooj. 
That  my  lips  are  as  red  as  the  rofe-bud  in  June, 
And  ray  voice,  Hke  the  nightingale's,  fweetly  in  tune  5, 
fs)À  this  has  been  told  me  by  twenty  before  ; 
But  he  that  would  win  me  muft  flatter  me  more.. 
If  beauty  from  virtue  receives  no  itipply, 
Or  prattle  from  prudence,  hoAV  wanting  am  I  ?' 
]^y  eafe  and  good  humour  fhort  raptures  will  bring",. 
And  my  voice,  like  the  nightingale's,  know  but  a  fpring. 
For  charms  ijch  as  ihefe,  then,  your  praifes  give  o'er. 
To  love  me  for  life,  you  muil  love  me  for  more. 

Q,  3  Tbeit 


(     1^6     ) 

Then  talk  to  me  not  of  a  ihape  or  an  air,     ^ 
For  Chloe  the  wanton  can  rival  me  there. 
*Tis  virtue  aione  that  makes  beauty  look  gay. 
And  brightens  good  humour,  as  funihine  the  day  ; 
For  that,  if  you  love  me,  your  flame  muft  be  true, 
And  I  in  my  turn  may  be  taught  to  love  too. 


By  Mr,  Otway. 

COme,  all  ye  youths,  whofe  hearty  e*cf  bleá 
By  cruel  beauty's  pride  ; 
Bring  each  a  garland  on  his  head, 

Let  none  his  forrovvs  hide  : 
But  hand  in  hand  around  me  move, 
Singing  the  fadeil:  tales  of  love  ; 
And  fee,  when  your  complaints  ye  joîï>, 
\'ï  all  your  wrongs  can  equal  mine. 

The  happieft  mortal  once  was  I  i 
-     My  heart  no  fôrrows  knew  : 
Pity  the  pain  with  which  I  die,^ 

B?i$  ask  not  whence  it  grew. 
Yet  if  a  tempting  fair  you  Jind,   f 
That's  very  lovely,  very  kind, 
Tho'  bright  as  heaven,  whofe  ftamp  ihe  bears, 
Think  of  my  fate,  and  ihun  her  iiiares. 


WtiENCE  comis  it,  neighbour  Dick, 
That  you,  wnth  tafte  uncommon. 
Have  play'd  the  girls  this  trick, 
And  wedded  an  old  woman  ? 

Happy  Dick. 

Each  Belle  condemns  the  choice 

Of  a  youth  fo  gay  and  fprightiy  j  Bvit 
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But  we  your  friends  rejoice, 

That  you  have  judg'd  fo  rightly, 

Tho'  odd  to  fome  it  founds, 

That  on  threefcore  you  ventur'd  j 
Yet  in  ten  thoufand  pounds, 

Ten  thoufand  charms  are  center'd. 
Beauty,  we  know,  will  fade, 

As  doth  the^ihort-iiv'd  fiow'r  ; 
Nor  can  the  faireft  maid 

Infure  her  bloom  an  hour. 

Then  wifely  you  refign, 

For  iixty,  charms  fo  tran fient. 
As  the  curious  value  coin 

The  more,    for  being  ancient. 
With  joy  your  fpoufe  ihall  fee 

The  fading  beauties  round  her, 
And  iheherfelfflili  be 

The  fame  that  firit  you  found  her. 

Oft  is  the  married  ftate 

With  jealoufies  attended  ; 
And  hence,  thro'  foul  debate. 

The  nuptial  joys  fufpended  î 
But  you,  with  fuch  a  wife, 

No  jealous  fears  are  under, 
SheV-^yours  afone  for  life, 

Or  much  we  all  ihall  wonder. 
Her  death  wou*d  grieve  you  fore. 

But  let  not  that  torment  you  i 
O'my  life,  ihe'll  iee  fourfcore, 

If  that  will  but  content  you. 

On  this  you  may  rely, 

For  the  pains  you  took  to  win  her, 
She'll  ne'er  in  child-bed  die, 

Unlefs  the  d— I's  in  her. 


(     pSS    ) 

Some  have  the  name  of  hell 

To  matrimony  give»,  y 
How  falfly,  you  can  tell. 

Who  find  it  fuch  a  heaven. 

With  you,  each  day  and  night 

Is  crown'd  with  joy  and  gladnefs  j 

While  envious  virgins  bite 
The  hated  flieets  for  madneis. 

With  fpoufe  long  iliare  the  blifs 

Y'had  mifs'd  in  any  other  ; 
And  when  you've  bury'd  this. 

May  you  have  fuch  anotlier^ 

Obferving  hence,  from  you,. 

In  marriage  fuch  decorum,. 
Our  wifer  youth  ihall  do 

As  you  have  done  before  'em, 

Happy  Dick, 


Sufig  hy  Diana,  in  Mf.  Dryden's  fecuîar  Mafqua 

WITH  horns  and  wïth  hounds  I  waken  the  day. 
And  hy  to  my  wood-land  walks  away  j 
I  tuck  up  my  robe,  and  am  buskin'd  foon, 
And  tyc  to  my  forehead  a  waxing  moon  i, 
1  courfe  the  fleet  rtag,  unkennel  the  fox, 
And  chace  the  wild  goats  o'er  fummits  of  rocks  % 
With  ihooting  and  hooting-  we  pierce  thro'  the  sky^ 
And  echo  turns  hunter,  and  doubles  the  ciy. 
With  ihooting,  &c. 


w 


HY,  cruel  creature,  why  fa  bent 
To  vex  a  tender  heart  ? 

To 


(     iBp     ) 

To  gold  and  title  you  relent  ; 

Love  throws  in  vain  bis  dart. 
Let  glittering  fools  in  courts  be  great  5 

For  pay  let  armies  move  ; 
Beauty  iliou'd  iiave  no  other  bait 

But  gentle  vows  and  love. 
If  on  thofe  cndlefs  charms  you  lay 

The  value  that's  their  due, 
Kings  are  themfelves  too  poor  to  pay, 

A  thoufand  worlds  too  few. 

But  if  a  paffion  without  vice, 

Without  diiguife  or  art, 
Ah  Celia  I  if  true  love's  your  price  ? 

Behold  it  in  my  heart. 


From  Swift's  Misselanies,    Vol,  IV. 

OF  all  the  girls  that  e*er  were  feen, 
There's  none  fo  fine  as  Nelly, 
For  charming  face,  and  fliape,  and  mien, 

And  what's  not  fit  to  tell  ye. 
Oh  !  the  turn'd  neck,  and  fmooth  white  skia 

Of  lovely,  deàreft  Nelly  ! 
For  many  a  fwain  it  well  had  been. 

Had  ihe  ne'er  pail  by  Calai — 
For  when  as  Nelly  came  to  France, 

(Invited  by  her  Couiins) 
Acrofs  the  Tuilleries  each  glance 

Kill'd  frenchmen  by  whole  dozens  5 
The  king,  as  he  at  dinner  fat, 

Did  becken  to  his  huflar, 
And  bid  him  bring  his  tabby  cat. 

For  charming  Nell  to  bufs  her.  Tho 


(     19^    > 

The  ladies  were  with  rage  provok'a. 

To  fee  her  Co  refpeded  : 
The  men  look'd  arch,  as  Nel'y  Îlrok'd, 

And  pufs  her  tail  ereéled  : 
But  not  a  man  did  look  employ. 

Except  on  pretty  NeJly  ;- 
Then  iàid  the  duke  de  Villeroj'", 

^h  !  ^u'íl/e  eft  bien  jolie  ! 

But  who's  that  grave  philofopher 

That  carefully  looks  at  'er  ? 
By  his  concern  it  fliou'd  appear, 

The  fair  one  is  his  daughter. 
Ma  foy  !  (quoth  then  a  courtier  fly) 

He  on  his  child  dbes  iser  toa  : 
I  wiih  he  has  no  mind  to  try 

What  fome  papa's  will  here  do. 
Tlie  courtiers  all  with  one  accord 

Broke  out  in  Nelly's  praifes, 
AdmirM  her  rofe^  and  lys  fans  far de-^ 

(Which  are  your  terms  Francoifes') 
Then  might  you  (be  a  painted  ring 

Of  dames  that  flood  by  Nelly;: 
She  like  the  pride  of  all  the  fpring, 

And  they  like  Jieurs  de  palais. 

In  Marii  gardens,  and  St.  Clou, 

I  faw  this  charming  Nelly, 
Where  iliamelefs  nymphs,  expos'd  to  vievvv 

Stand  naked  in  each  albe  : 
But  Venus  had  a  brazen  face, 

Both  at  Verfailles  and  Meudon, 
Or  elfe  íhe  had  reiîgn^'d  her  place,. 

And  left  the  ftone  ihe  ftood  on. 

Were  Nelly's  figure  mounted  there, 

'T would  put  down  all  th'  Italian  :  jLortTi 


(  Ipî  ) 

Lord  !  how  thefe  foreigners  would  ftare, 
But  I  fliould  turn  Pygmalion  :  " 

For  fpite  of  lips,  and  eyes,  and  mein, 
Me  nothing  can  delight  ib 

As  does  that  part  that  lyes  between 
Her  ieft  toe  and  her  right  toe. 


By  J.  Dryden% 

ON  a  bank  befidc  a  willow, 
Heav'n  her  covering,  earth  her  pillow, 
Sad  Amynta  figh'd  alone  ; 
From  the  chearlefs  dawn  of  morniîig, 
'Till  the  dews  of  night  returning, 
Singing  thus  fhe  made  her  moan  : 

Hope  is  baniili'xl,  joys  are  vaniíh'd^ 
Damon,  my  belov'd,  is  gone. 
Time,  I  dare  thee  to  difcover 
Such  a  youth,  and  fuch  a  lover  :; 
Oh  !  fo  true,  fo  kind  was  he; 
Damon  was  the  pride  of  nature, 
Charming  in  his  ev'ry  feature  ; 
Damon   liv'd  done  for  me  : 

Melting  kifles,  murm'rJîîgbliÎTes  ! 
Who  ib  }iv\l  and  lov'd  as  we  ? 

'Never  (hall  we  curfe  the  morning, 
î<Iever  biefs  the  night  returning, 

Sweet  embraces  to  reitore  j 
lîever  (hall  we  both  ly  dying, 
Nature  failing,  love  fupplying 
All  the  joys  he  drain'd  before. 

To  befriend  me,  death,  come  end  me,      ^ 
^i-ove  aiid  Damon  -are  no  more. 

By 


(       IP2      ) 

By  Mr.  Gay. 

PHYLLIDA,  that  ÎOV M  to  dream 
In  the  grove,  or  by  the  ftream, 
Sigh'd  on  velvet  pillow  : 
What,  5las  !  Ihou'd  fill  her  hea4 
But  a  fountain  or  a  mead, 
Water  and  a  willow  ? 

Love  in  cities  never  dwells, 
He  delights  in  rural  cells. 

Which  fweet  woodbine  covers* 
"What  are  your  aiîèmblies  then  : 
There,  'tis  true,  we  fee  more  men. 

But  much  fewer  lovers. 
Oh,  how  chang'd  the  profpeft  grows  Î 
Flocks  and  herds  to  fops'  and  beaux, 

Coxcombs  without  number  : 
Moon  and  ftars,  that  iTione  fo  bright, 
'To  the  torch  and  waxen  light. 

And  whole  nights  at  Ombre. 
Pleafant  as  it  is  to  hear 
Scandal  tickling  in  our  ear, 

Ev'n  of  our  own  mothers  ; 
In  the  chit  chat  of  the  day, 
To  us  is  paid,  when  we're  away, 

What  we  lent  to  others. 

Tho*  the  fav'rite  toaft  I  reign, 

Wine,  they  fay,  that  prompts  the  vein, 

Heightens  defamation. 
Mufl:  I  live  'twixt  fpite  and  fear, 
Ev'ry  day  grow  hanJibmer, 

,Aii(i  lofe  my  réputation  Í 

Thus 
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TIiuí  the  fair  to  fighs  gave  way, 
Her  empty  purfe  beiide  her  lay  • 

Nymph,  ah  !  ceafe  thy  forrow  ; 
Tho'  curfl:  fortune  frown  to  night, 
This  odions  town  can  give  delight. 

If  you  win  to-morrow. 


By  Mr.  Waller. 

WHILST  I  liften  to  thy  voi.ce, 
Chloris,  I  feel  my  life  decay  ; 
That  pow'rful  noife 

Calleth  my  fleeting  foul  away  : 
Oh  !   fupprefs  that  magic  found, 
Which  deftroys  without  a  wound. 

Peace,  Chloris,  peace  ;  or  iinging  die. 
That  together  you  and  1 

To  heav'n  may  go  : 

For  all  we  know 
Of  what  the  blelîèd  do  above 
Is,  that  they  fing,  and  that  they  love. 


By  Lord  Lansdowne. 

W'HY  ihould  a  heart  fo  tender  break? 
O  Myra  !   give  its  anguiih  eafe  ; 
The  ufe  of  beauty  you  miilake. 
Not  meant  to  vex,  but  pieafe. 

Thofe  lips  for  fmiling  were  defign'd. 

That  bofom  to  be  preft. 
Your  eyes  to  languifli,  and  look  kind, 

For  am'rous  arms  your  waift. 

Vol.  II.  R  lacli 
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Esch  thing  has  its  appointed  right 
EftabUfli'd  by  the  pow'rs  above  ; 

The  fun  and  flars  give  warmth  and  light. 
The  fair  diMbute  love. 


By  Sir  R.  Steel. 

LET  -not love  on  me  beilow 
Soft  diilrefs  and  filent  woe  5 
1  know  none  but  fubilantialblrifes, 
Eager  glances,  iolLd  kiifes; 
i  know  not  what  the  lovers  feign 
Of  faier  pleafirre  mix'd  with  pain  ; 
Then  pr'ythee  give  me,  gentle  boy, 
Koiie  of  tliy  grief,  but  ail  thy  joy> 


By  Sir  R.  Steel. 

YE  minutes  bring  the  happy  hour, 
And  Chloe,  bîulhing,  to  the  bow'r| 
l^hea  ihail  all  idle  fiâmes  be  o'er, 
7-iOT  eyes  or  heart  e'er  wander  more: 
Both,  Chloe,  lix'd  for  e'er  on  thee, 
I'or  thou  art  all  thy  fex  to  me. 

A  guilty  IS  a  falfe  embrace  - 
iJorinna's  leve's  a  fairy  chafe  ; 
Begone,  thou  meteox,  fleeting  fire. 
And  ail  that  can't  furvive  deiirej 
Chîoe  my  reafon  moves  and  awe, 
JcCfei  Ciipld  ihot  me  when  he  faw. 


J^y 
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By    Sir  R.  Steel. 

CYNDERAXA,  kind  and  good, 
Has  all  my  heart  and  ilomach  too^ 
She  makes  me  love,  not  hate  my  food, 

As  other  peeviih  wenches  do. 
When  Venus  leaves  her  Vulcan's  cell. 
Which  all  but  Ï,  a  Cool-hole  call  ;. 
Fly?  fly,  ye  that  above  (birs  dwell, 
Her  face  is  waih'd,  then  vatiiih  alh 

And  as  ihe's  fair,  fhe  can  impart 

1  hat  beauty,  to  make  ?.ll  things  fine  5 

Brightens  the  floor  v^ith  wond'rous  art. 
And  at  her  touch  îhe  diíhes  íliine. 


By   Sir  R.  Steel. 

ON  yonder  bed,  fupinely  laid, 
Behold  thy  lov'd  e^peaiingmaid^^ 
In  tremor,  bluihes,  half  in  tears, 
Much,  much  flie  wiihes,  more  (he  fears  £ 
Take,  take  her  to  thy  faithful  arms. 
Hymen  beftows  thee  all  her  charms» 

Heav'n  to  thee  bequeaths  the  fair. 
To  raife  thy  jpy,.  and  lull  thy  care  s 
Heav'n  made  grief,  if  mutual,  ceafe. 
Bat  Joy  divided  to  iircreafe  :; 
To  mourn  vvith  her  exceeds  delight, 
Daxkncfs  with  her,  tiie  j,oys  of  light. 


Tune,  Thff  lafs  that  nvouU  knozu  hmv  t-o  manage  a-  man, 

WHAT  mart,  in  his  wits,  had  not  rather  be  poor. 
Than  for  lucre  his  freedom  to  give  t 

R  2  Ever 


(     -19^     )  -  ínqAví^ 

Ever  bufy,  the  means  of  his  life  to  fecure,        *  •  -4 

And  fo  ever  negleding  to  live.  1 

Inviron'd  from  morning  to  night  in  a  crowd. 

Not  a  mornent  unbent  or  alone  j 
Conftrain'd  to  be  abjeft,-'  tho'  never  Co  proud. 

And  at  every  one's  call  but  his  own. 
Still  repining,  and  longing  for  quiet  each  hour. 

Yet  ftudiouily  Hying  it  {till  ; 
With  the  means  of  enjoying  his  wiil»  in  his  pow'r, 

Butaccurll  with  his  wanting  the  will. 

Fora  yearmuft  be  part,  or  a  day  muft  be  come,  *• 
Before  he  has  Icifnre  to  reft  :  -'^ 

He  muft  add  to  his  ftorc  this  or  that  pretty  furn,'  '  ■ 
And  then  will  have  time  to  be  bleft. 

But  his  gains,  more  bewitching  the  more  they  increaiêj 
Only  fwell  the  deiire  of  his  eye  :  -î 

Such  a  wretch  let  mine  enemy  live,  if  he  pleafe  j  '-'^ 
Let  not  even  mine  enemy  die.  í 


FORGIVE,  fair  creature,  form'd  to  pleafe. 
Forgive  a  wond'ring  youth's  defire  ; 
Thofe  charms,  thofe  virtues  when  he  fees. 
How  can  he  fee,  and  not  admire  ? 

While  each  the  other  ftill  improves. 
The  faireft  face,  the  faireft  mind  ; 

Not,  with  the  proverb,  he  that  loves. 
But  he  that  loves  you  not,  is  blind. 


By  T.  Carry. 

NO  more  /hall  meads  be  deckM  with  flow'rs,  . 
Nor  fweetnefs  dwell  in  rofy  bow'rs  5 
Kor  greeneft  buds  on  branches  fpring, 
Nor  warbling  birds  delight  to  iing,  Nar 
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Kbr  April  vîok$&  paint  the  grove^ 
If  I  forfake  my  Celia's  love* 

The  fiîh  íhall  in  the  ocean  burn. 
And  fountains  fweet  fliall  bitter  tum^ 
The  hurable  oak  no  flood  ihall  know. 
When  floods  ihall  higbeifc  hiih  o'er^w  z 
Black  Lethe  Ihall  oblivion  leave, 
If  e'er  my  Celia  I  deceive. 

Love  ihall  his  bow  and  íhaft  lay  by,- 
And  Venus^  doves  want  wîftgs  to  fty^ 
The  fun  refufe  to  ihew  his  light, 
And  day  ihall  then  be  turn'd  to  nighty 
And  in  that  night  no  ftar  appear. 
If  e'er  I  leave  my  Ceîîa  d^ar. 

Love  ihall  no  more  inhabit  earth, 
Kor  lovers  more  (hall  love  for  worthy. 
Kor  joy  above  in  heaven  dwell, 
Nor  pain  torment  poor  fouls  in  hell  j 
Grim  death  no  more  ihall  horrid  provc;^ 
If  e'er  I  leave  bright  Celia'»  love.. 


JOCKY  he  came  here  to  woo 
On  ae  feail-day  when  we  were  fu*  |: 
And  Jenny  pat  on-  her  beft  array, 

When  ihe  heard  Jock  y  was  come  that  wa^ 

Jenny  ihe  gaed  up  the  ilair, 

Sae  privily  to  change  her  fmock  ; 
And  ay  fae  loud  as  her  mither  did  roar,. 

Hey,  Jenny,  come  dowa  to  Jock. 

Jenny  ihe  came  down  the  flair. 

And  ihe  came  bobbing"  and  bakin'ben^^, 

Her  âays  they  were  lac'd,  and  her  waiil  it  was  jimfs^. 
And  a  bra'  new  made  manco  gowR,.  f 


Jocky  took  her  be  the  hand, 

O  Jenny,  can  ye  fancy  me  ; 
My  father  is  dead,  and  has  left  me  Corns  hndg^^qry 

And  bra  houfes  twa  or  three.  H 

And  I  will  gie  them  a'  to  you,  -  r-  F 

A  heath,  quo' Jenny,  I  fear  you  mock: 
Then  foul  fa'  me,  gin  1  fcorn  thee, 

If  ye'U  be  my  Jenny,  I'll  be  your  Jock. 

Jenny  look't,  and  fyne  ihe  leugh, 

Ye  firil  maun  get  my  mitlier's  confent  ; 

A  weel,  good-wife,  and  what  fay  ye  ? 
Quo'  ihe,  Jocky,  I'm  well  content. 

Jenny  to  her  mither  did  fay, 

0  mither,  fetch  us  feme  good  meat^ 

A  piece  o'  the  butter  was  kirn'd  the  day. 

That  Jocky  and  I  th'  gither  may  eat. 
Jocky  unto  Jenny  did  fay, 

Jenny,  my  dear,  I  want  nae  meat  ; 
It  was  nae  for  meat  that  I  came  here. 

But  a'  for  the  love  of  you,  Jenny,  rny  dear. 
Then  Jock  and  Jenny  were  led  to  their  bed^ 
-     And  Jocky  he  lay  neift  the  ftock. 
And  five  or  ilx  times  e'er  break  o'day. 

He  ask'd  at  Jenny  how  flie  lik'd  Jock. 

^uoth  Jenny,  dear  Jock,  you  gi'e  me  content^ 

1  blifs  my  mither  for  gi'ing  confent  ; 

And  on  the  next  morning  before  the  firft  cock^ 
Our  Jenny  did  cry,  I  dearly  love  Jock. 

Jenny  íhe  gaed  up  the  gate, 
'    Wi'  a  green  gown  as  fide  as  her  fmock  ; 
And  ay  fae  loud  as  her  mither  did  roar, 
Vow  ÍÍT&  I  has  nae  Jenny  got  Jock. 


(   m  > 

Tunc,  Logan-iuater, 

FROM  fair  Califta's  cold  difdain, 
I  fought  for  refuge  on  the  plain  ; 
The  trees,  fann'd  by  the  waiatonair. 
With  tuneful  whiipers  footh'^d  my  care» 

From  Cupid's  pow'r  at  once  I  flew. 

To  love's  foft  voice  I  bid  adieu  ; 

The  nymphs  pafs'd  by,  I  kept  unmov'd^ 

Kor  faw  a  ihape  or  face  I  iov'd. 

But  ah  !  how  weakis  reaibns  aid^ 

When  love  points  out  the  killing  maid  ? 

Salinda  on  the  plain  appear'd, 

I  felt  the  pangs  which  moft  I  fear'd* 

At  her  approach  my  blood  ran  cool, 
A  melting  horror  caught  my  foul  ; 
Her  angel  ftep  feiz'd  on  my  eyes, 
My  thoughts  were  loft  ia  dread  futprize* 

In  admiration  long  I  gaz'd, 

At  all  her  radient  charms  amaz'd  ; 

Ker  awful  mcrn,  majeftic  grace, 

But  words,  muft  not  attempt  her  face* 

The  warbling  linnet  gently  cag'd^  t 

With  thoughts  of  hard  reftraint  enr^g'd;, 

Flies  to  the  fields  to  feek  relief. 

But  there  is  ilire  to  find  his  death. 

Ah  !  lovely  fair,  let  pity  reign, 

Kor  more  appear  upon  the  plain  | 

If  thonfands  by  your  looks  you  kill, 

You  ihould,  in  mercy,  thoufands  heaU 

Oh  ?  that  my  plaint  your  breail  might  move^ 

For  fmile  or  frown,  I  ftill  muft  love  ; 

The  fportive  lamb  beneath  the  knife 

Salutes  the  hand  that  takes  its  Ijie^ 

pEcro 
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DECK'D  with  flowers  'midft  the  towers^ 
See  my  beauteous  Chloe  reclin'd  j 
Soft  repofing,  charms  difcloíing. 
Ever  fair,  but  never  kind. 

Sad  m  anguifli,  while  I  languiíh. 
Linnets  lend  tlieir  liftning  ear, 
Me  they  pity  in  foft  ditty^    . 
Or  in  concert  fue  the  fair^ 

Vailles  founding,  rocks  rebounding^ 
In  corapaflion  fpeak  my  moan  ; 
Vocal  mountains,  chryftal  fountains,. 
All  the  plaintive  notes  return. 

Faireit  creature,  form'd  by  nature,. 
Kindly  hear  yourlove  complain  ; 
To  my  fighing  be  complying; 
For  I  die  if  you  difdain. 


Tune,  Saw  ycu  not  my  Pfggy^ 

OHO  W  Peggy  charms  me  ; 
Ev'ry  look  ftill  "vvarms  me  ^ 
Evry  thought  afarms  me^ 

Left  I  lofe  the  fair  : 
Sure,  a  finer  creature 
Ne'er  was  form'd  by  nature, 
So  compleat  each  feature, 
So  divine  an  ahr. 

"When  I  hope  to  gaiin  her  ; 
Fate  feems  to  detain  her  | 
Could  I  but  obtain  her. 

Her  alone  I've  chofe  : 
And  fmce  love  infpires  me. 
As  her  beauty  fires  me,. 
And  her  abfence  tires  me,  . 

To  'erljreait  I'll  vent  my  woes,  Trae, 
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Tune,  Cotuden-knovii» 

I  NEITHER  woo  the  facred  nia«> 
N  r  court  a  poet's  praifc  ; 
Let  love  conduit  the  dear  defign. 

And  flie  approve  my  lays. 
Can  I  but  grieve,  when  Celta  ly©» 

Dcpriv'd  of  peace  and  cafe  ? 
The  fun  may  then  forget  to  rife^ 

And  beauty  ceafe  to  pleafe. 
If  fate  fliall  eut  Hfe's  fîeader  twine, 

And  call  my  charmer  hence  ; 
More  fit  to  grace  the  choîrs  divine. 

Than  live  in  fccnes  of  fenfe. 

Like  mourning  widow  turtle,  I 

Will  feek  the  lonely  iliade  ; 
And  coo  away  the  joylefs  day 

In  praifes  of  the  dead. 
The  pailing  winds,  the  purling  (IreâBij 

And  poets  of  the  grove, 
In  chorus  join'd,  Ihaîl  figh  the  namç,, 

And  iing  the  nymph  I  love. 

Grant  her,  ye  powers,  a  kind  reprieve^ 

Or  call  me  to  the  sky  ; 
If  Celia  lives,  Tfl  gladly  live  5. 

IÍGeHadies,riUy. 


Tune,  Critical'  Minute. 

AS  once,  reclining  on  the  bcech^ 
The  gentle  ThiriTs  flood, 
He  fetch'd  a  figh,  and  thus,  addrefj'd 
The  deity  of  the  fl©9d*   - 

the 
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The  briny  furge  tempeftuous  May^,. 

With  giddy  horror,  roll, 
And,  urg'd  by  Boreas'  fierceil  rage^. 

Roar  on  from  pole  to  pole, 

With  phibfophic  unconcern, 

Thy  threatning  billows  I 
Can  view,  when  moft  they  rage,  nor  dread' 

The  fury  of  the  sky. 
In  fome  light  skiff  then  let  me  prove 

The  dangers  of  the  main  ; 
The  merc'lefs  feas  me  lefs  can  move^ 

Than  Chloe's  cold  difdain. 

Oft  tofs'd  in  love's  tempeftuous  tide^  ! 

With  various  fortune,  I 
The  am'rous  ftorm  have  weather'd  out^ 

Yet  now  for  Chloe  iigh. 
In  vain  I  languifh,  pant  and  burn. 

My  tender  fuît  I  move. 
Can  no  fond  vow,  fincerely  breath* J, 

Make  Chloe  melt  to  love  t 
*Tis  all  in  vain,  what,  no  relief 

But  from  the  craggy  fteep  ? 
The  milder  ocean  I  defy. 

And  found  the  gloomy  deep. 

Then,  plunging  in  the  flood,  he  Gried 

If  on  my  Chloe's  breaft 
No  blifs  I  feel,  perhaps  I  may 

In  Thetis'  bofom  reft. 


PRetty  wanton,  come  away. 
Lover's  month  is  always  Mayj 
Long  have  I  (too  long  to  fay) 
Sh'U  thee  wanton  thin^  to  play  ; 

But, 
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But,  alas,  and  well-a-day  ! 
When  I^  fue,  you  cry  me  nay. 

To  requite  my  ling'ring  ftay, 
Pay  me  now,  or  never  pay  ; 
Nature  fmiles,  and  ali  is  gaj'-, 
All  is  deck'd  in  beil  array  ; 
Pretty  wanton,  come  away  ; 
Let  us  love  tlie  month  of  May* 

Little  wanton,  let  us  rove 
Through  the  fragrant  myrtle  grove". 
There  to  hear  the  turtle  dove 
Cooing  fonnets  to  its  love. 
Every  turtle  equals  Jove, 
The'  the  god  for  beauty  ftrove* 

Let  us  then  our  time  improve, 
Sonnets  may  your  fcorn  remove, 
C'oynefs  doth  not  thee  behove. 
Wear  the  wreath  a  fiiepherd  wove  ; 
Little  wanton,  let  us  rove 
Through  the  fragrant  myrtle  grove. 

fr'ythce,  wanton,  come  away, 
Slight  not  love  with  cold  delay  ; 
Ev'ry  field  4s  green  and  gay, 
Ev'ry  hawthorn's  crown 'd  with  May; 
Jocund  birds  on  ev'ry  fpray. 
Warble  out  the  live  long  day. 

Ev'ry  fwain  in  ihepherd's  gray, 
Tunes  his  fav'rite  roundelay  ; 
Tender  lambkins  fportive  ftay, 
BloiTom  buds  tlieir  fweets  difplay  5 
Come,  my  wanton,  come  away. 
And  love  all  themonth  of  May, 


OFT 


OFT  has  thepoweroflove  eí^ay'dt^'^^1!^' 
To  captivate  niy  h^art  ;  "            í^ 
But  reafon  ilill  the  fceptre  fway'd,  ^ 
And  warded  off  the  dart  :  #. 
But  foon  as  lovely  Peggy  flione,  i^ 
Along  the  verdant  fields  ;  % 
My  feeble  reafon  left  the  throne,  ,  v, 
And  I  wa^  forc'd  to  yield.  L 

When ihe  perceived  her  empire  ;-^, 

Eftabliih'd  in  my  breaft  ;  ^^; 

With  cruel  art  flie  fenn'd  the  fire,  _  /■£ 

And  robb'd  me  of  my  reft  :  -^i-ai^ío'' 

Dearcft,  faid  I,  iince  thus  I  burn,         K'tÀ  m^ 

And  iînk  beneath  your  chain  ;  Z", 

Grant  me,  at  lealt,  forae  kmd  return, 

To  mitigate  my  pain. 

But  Peggy's  adamantine  heart, 

Norilghs  nor  tears  could  bend; 
She  triumph'd  in  my  bitter  fmart, 

No  pity  would  extend. 
On  other  fwains  who  feign  a  flame, 

Her  fraiies  fereneiy  ihine  ; 
The  fight,  the  thought  diflblves  my  frame. 

While  hopelefs  I  repine. 

Kefleft,  my  charmer,  and  be  wife. 

Their  tongues  can  utter  love, 
Whofe  hearts  are  mafqiied  with  difguiíé,  ; 

But  I  wou'd  conftant  prove: 
Diilemblers  cry  up  every  charm,  ,  ■:^- 

Your  virtue  to  betray;  -^  * 

When  of  this  gem  they  you  difarm, 

They'll  laugh,  and  run  away.  ^\ 

'E  heavenly  powers,  who  guard  the  fair. 
Let  Betty's  charms  employ  your  care  ; 

May 
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May  each  iîect  hour  to  her  be  bleil. 
And  may  no  fears  her  mind  inveft  ; 
Pire<ft  her  to  receive  that  Jove 
Which  heav'n  and  ihe  muit  needs  approve. 
For  at  love's  ihrine,  'twas  there  decreed, 
far  her  my  tender  heart  ihould  bleed. 

Check  not,  my  fair,  what  heaven  infpires. 
That  love  which  burns  with  chail  deiires  -, 
Where  joy  with  love  alike  preiide 
O'er  life's  dull  ícenes  to  be  cur  guide  : 
Where  honour,  truth  and  virtue  join'd. 
At  once  improve  and  chear  the  mind. 
There  fecial  pleafures  ever  laft, 
And  mutai  glide  from  breaft  to  breaíl. 
Then  hafte,  my  beauteous  maid,  to  crown 
My  blifs,  and  make  my  joys  your  own. 
Shun  what  obilrudls  kind  heav'n's  deiign 
In  making  lovely  Betty  mine  : 
Let  love  your  riiing  fears  controul, 
Diveft  each  care  and  fill  your  ibul  ; 
Then  mutual  blifs  iliall  fwell  each  breaft, 
Till  prefs'd  with  age,  we  link  tc  reft. 


WHEN  modeil  Lilia's  down-caft  eyes, 
Gives  token  that  ihe  loves  ; 
Within  my  foul  what  raptures  riie. 
What  joys  my  bofom  proves  ! 

My  heaving  heart  o'ercome  with  bliís, 
Beats  quick  within  my  breaft  ; 

Whilft  in  each  warm  and  eager  kiis, 
My  paííion  is  confcfs'd. 
Vol.  H.  s 


(    2ô(i   y 

î  me!t,  î  pant  with  ftrdng  delight,  :%Wf?# 

And  languifhinents  unknown  ;         .-^ul^n  tsiiii^iT 
Such  ardours  nothing  could  excite,      ^M^dp  'ií^d  ao(fS 

ButLilia's  love  alone.  ""  '  -^'i^  éakq  jcdT  ' 

Oh!  fweeteft  virgin,  ever  finnè;^^  g»?  «n'Ti^rr^v  .?5r:r::  ' 

With  kind  ind'ulg<*nt  rays. 
Upon  a  heart  fo  foft  as  mine» 

That  all  thy  truth  repays.  .  3loM 

My  tender  foul  was  form'd  for  Jove,'  J  -t^/J'/,^ 

And  owns  thy  fov'reign  fway  ;      ''  ^^^  ^^^^'s- 
Oh  !  Jet  thy  fmifes  tlie  vows  appro\rôi^i'ft  30îïîv  sïjfi  : 

Which  at  thy  féet  I  pay^       ■■  •     •  ^^n^Ewiq  ai^dl 

^ "  ?3V3  5rl?< 

■^  olA-Ki  o]  ; 

DTRE  love,  fliou'd  be  check'd  by  advicp^n  v/oîî 
And  nymphs  of  difcernment  agree,.}  iïlorlT 
Falfe  Damon)  that  Molly's  unwiiè»  ._.,^-  3-.^^^^.^  f-ftrV^' 
In  owning  a  fondnefs  for  thee  :.    ;>■..:-,,*  .^  ?<»^g#T»  arf-- 
Moil  fage  are  the  maids,  who  defpiie       .  .,^y|  ^^.t- 

The  joys  thou  all  ur'il  them  to  tafte  j.      '.>,  ,f  ,,^p; 

Who  doubt  all  thy  oaths  and  thy  fighs,  ".  ,f 

And  fwlft  from  thy  hiandiihments  haile*  ~ 

JBllght  wifJom  will  Jeííen  their  care?, 

Feign'd  love  will  deprefsev'ry  joy  ? 
Will  bring  them  too  foon  to  gray  hairs  ; 

Too  late  make  them  wiih  they'd  been  coy. 
Then  iilolly,  be  wife,   nor  give  way. 

To  joys,  that  will  make  tiiy  blood  cold  ;  ;  ■- 

Will  fnatch  all  thy  comforts  away,  ,;•,. 

And  foon  make  thee  wrinkled  and  okl» 


w 


HAT  chafrrisattra(ii  my  raviiii'd  eye%.i  hu^y 
Each  fenfe,  how  caught  with  fweet  furprife,- 

When 


'\Vhen  o*er  the  fair  t;he.y  tovç^  ^^^.--^'^ 
The  lih'es  white,  hçr  breaft  ejjceiV '"  '"    ■ 

Upon  her  cheeks  the  rofe.bud  dv.'ells. 

That  paints  the  fiow'ry  groye.  ,,. ;  "  '■••^^'-• 

^.•11       •     '^      1     ,•  ,  -Mii/a 

Clarinda  cheanng  as  the  light»  . 

Which  quite  difpelsrthe  dreary  night,  f^^   ''''--^ 

And  fooths  the  trav'lers  pain  ;  "  "^'  ^''' 

More  charming  than  tlie  ruddy  morn*  ;^';'-' 

"When  Philomel  on  each  green  thorn,  - 

Delights  the  lift'ning  fwain»  '^^m^l-^ 

There  virtue  ihines  with  fliarpeil  wit^  ''^  -^f^^ 

There  prudence  and  goad  nature  fit,  |"f^.  "  ^'^' 

She  every  grace;  doth  ihare  :  -■'.''  «'^^i*^''' 
No  pride  rules  tyrant  o'er  her  mind. 

How  free,  genteel,  and  how  refin'd  _!  _  T'ltrf 

Thefe  cannot- but  infnare.  :<«::'l^y 


With  nature,  unadorn'd  \vith  art,  ,  ,,^1  ^,^.-^ 

She  makes  a  vid:ini  ev'ry  heart,  ,  "  ~ 

To  her  reilftlefs  charms  ;  ,, 

Her  looks  array'd  with  pleafing  fmlles. 
Each  tort'ring  care  and  pain  beguiles. 

And  ev'ry  bofom  warms, . 


" ^   i<*i    /■■'^i?  éî:^' ■ : 

HOW  noble  was  my  Damon's  air  ! 
His  drefs  how  rich  !  how  fmart  his  air! 
His  fhape  was  form'd  to  give  delight. 
His  fpeech,  how  tenderly  polite  î 
And  yet  this  youth  declarM  his  pain, 
And  breath'd  his  vows  to  me  in  vain  : 
For  oh  !  my  ftar  was  turn'd  my  foe, 


And  I  waâf dQ0jiitt'4  rto  fay  him  na»  .*-  ■ . .  *  -^ 


mt. 


Not  ttius  repuls*d,  again  lie  earned,'  /.c.'',^^^^V 
And  urg'd  the  brightrièfs  of  his  flam®!     '  4^  .  . 
Urg  d  It  in  odes,  like  him  divine, 
"XVitliQut  tUe  lover's  whine  and  pine  if-.- .«.^-~-^ -    - 
But  eafy,  graceful,  and  yi?aj/m,  .  -^ 

He  wrote  what  Cupid  bid  him  iây  ;  &     h- 

And  had  my  ftar  not  been  my  foe,  '^    "    ;* 

My  Jips  had  fure  not  faid  liim  no.  ^^  ^"^^ 

How  happy,  Myra,  were  thofe  days,  ,,^ 

When  Bath  re-echo'd  with  thy  pr^l^.^  ^^^,  i  \^^^^ 
How  did  the  envious  Belles  repine»,,.^,"  ^^^  ,j^^^  ^^^.^" 
To  think  the  youth  was  only  thine, ?.r.,  ^.^-^^^  mh^^i  % 
Yet  thou  repaidft  his  love  with  Ccoxn,  "^    ,, 

Ingratitude  \  howiharp  thy  thorn?  '  -  n  >loî  ;^^Da3 

AVhy,  why  was  then  my  ftar  niy  foe;  ^^  ^^^"J;; 

How  could  thefe  lips  then  iay  him  no  ?  *"; 

Now  drove  from  me  by  cokl  de^air,  -.r^p 

He  wooing  feeks  Ibme  ibrej^n  fair  5  .:\  f)[ 

While  file  his  love  with  love,  returns,  -  ,i^ 

And  glories  in  the  0ré  that  burns..  ■  ^vf 
Blow,  blow,  call  wind,  blow  out  that  fire, 
"With  the  fame  blaft  ;  here  land  my  flyer  1 

Then  tho'  each  ftar  in  heaven's  my  foe,  ,^^ 

Thcfe  lips  ihall  never  fay  him  no.  '',") 

THIRSIS,  if  you  my  veice  oheyi-'^-^'i  b'íí.fiícj  '  JA 
And  liften  to  a  knowing  fwarn  j      ^  ^ 

You'll  never  mind  what  women  iay, 
Biir-fet  them  talli  and  chide  in  vain, 

O  never  in  the  kaft  believe  ;  ■     '      '■- 

Their  bluih  or  frown^  they  H  ftill  beldnd  ^  ''  -  /'"| 

Biel^ve  then- tongue  does  ftill  ileeeive,-      ^     .     ■   '    --" 
And  womens  looks  ne'er  tell  tlieir  miodj  If 


I 


(       2C9       ) 

If  ufí-iefs  ílill  you  fin'i  ydiirart,) 

The  magic  of  tbeir^^ton^ues  ^tq  hyg.^j^        ^^^^  ^^-^^ 
O  think  they  do  notf^tl^l^?^         |,,,,  |,^A 

CaA  iboliHi  madefty^au;a;^^^^^  ^;,^  ^^^^  ^^^  ,j  t,.^,Tj 

"      Wt\  ;'âi\  híJí  jí;\í>:.tíis  ,^.cDiua: 

N  the  dark  and  lonely  bowfr,  -,  .^^i.^-  ajoT^f  aH 

At  the  filent  mid-night  hour,  ..-^fi  „j^  'beil  bit  A 

Let  me,  let  me  all  alone,  ...,^^1  bí;,Í2qjl  \U 

Ruminate  on  pleafures  gone  ?  ^^      ^    <f  vrT-f 

Ah  !  days  of  blií^  deÚghtfbl  days,  T,  f  ^"•'  '}'^f    ^{j: 

Could  I  thcle  days  oi  bills  reitore,  ;          ^^  b'b  wûrï 
When  iick  with  loye,  and  vairl  with praife, "/"^^f  ;!.    . -^ 

2  fioliing  heard  whate'^r  be  fwore.  .    ,       '    "    '.,.•»- 

Sadly  folemnbe  the  ftrain^    .^.  ,y-i&^'H(.á  i  íbi/ííí/ihgní 
Suited  to  a  heart  in  pain  ;  .  \  .j.,^]j  >g^:^  y,-j'<v<  «."{fiW 

Mirth  and  pleafure  I  forgo,  ;<  .nil  al^dî  blífco  woH 

"Welc-ome  ibrrow,  welcome  woe  ;  '  ,,  r  .^ 
Too  long  in  ibîiy's  court  ïftray\fi  ^^^  ir^pi^vo^b  v^mt 
A  fond  ^d  wltleíi  maid  I  weeií  ;^-^^^  e^.^.  ga«)QW  ^ 
Ah  !  fkithlei^  i^ain,  howofthe  ^iî^.'^!:^!'  .^V^çÎl 
ISÎo  nymph  íb  fair  he  e'er  had  feea.~'  ''  ''  '; V  **  ^ ù-c 
^    ^  .    :.  ..  ,Vv-oici.  twol^ 

Beauty  fades,  and  youth  retires,  ^^   ,'    ''^'' 

And  mirth's  airy  train  expires 

Wiping  tears  fVom  pity's  eyes,    :^  '.^^^  ^.^^.  ,,.,,  ^,^,^  r 
Waiting  loves  are  hovering  nign  ; 

Let  virgin  h_ands  freib  flow'rs  fuppjy,  _  J..— -— — 

To  drew  a  haplefs  virgin's  bier  : 

Ah!  perjur'd  fwain  caii  you  deny  ^n^'ïi  MZ^'.îH^%  "^ 

To  drop  a  fad  relenting  tear  t  •  ■:  oíHíí^r^  -^,v  *       .1. 

•  ■  "•  i'^   Líiííf;   '.V;-W3'£ï   h'íJ-iX 

~~       ^       .  ■^  4lsà  éhûf  VA  'hrë. 
Tune,  Hapfy  hours,  all  hottrf  Mcélíogii  nvt^^Cr 

OTHERS,  fsrae  or  wealth  pur firii^fo  iOL-îd  uaflT 
May  defpifç,-.ain€3n  retreat;^  sy^^^noJ  thai  ^^f^ 


m  ne*er  feck  my  own  undoiagy]  (its^v?!  z^minkq  si^H 
Nor  be  wretched  to  bje'^iíeaí;-n*lg  luo  lo'^  aisiÍW 

Tinièl  court,  or  dull  exGhange,i'J'  -ilod  olil  a-íí/oíoa  3pK 
Poor  the  pleafures  that  ihôy'gi^^^ssD  r^ifiJ  issbafit 

O  Jet  me  the  country  raa^e^rn  >  :  3  ^àuh  m^úl  ^aîÀ  srîT 
There  we  breath,  and  ilîefe)iviç:#biifî  ndoj[  5i3flT  . 

Gay  the  verdent  Hdes  oímmú^^     ,  ^^^  ^j,^  . . 

Lambs  in  flow  ry  valhes  bleat;       .  .^ 

Blooming  paftures,  purlin^gfouhfa^ffll^^  '-•  ^'^*  ^^^^^  «^^^ 

Echo's  plaints  of  love  repeal  '^-^^^-^-^^^ns  ctrfîis'O 
Birds  in  gladfome  notes  exprefs.S^J^^'^  t-^squîH  s  y^?  Î 

Sweeteft  mufíc  without  artf'^^--  ^"^'1  ''''  "^  ^^^: 
Nature's  bounty,  and  there  bkfs^''^^^^''^  *^^^'  X^"  í^'-ó  I 

With  a  joyful  guiltleistieklt.  "^f^'f  ^"  =^^^^  ^'^K 

ío/^/íV  Definition  Qo  hk  ^Mi^Â^mÛ^(é^^ 

OMary,  foft  in  fçatursijv  ^i^úzuwoS*  ir  n*v9  íoíí 
I've  been  in  dear  Vauxhall;  bib  e^tnl&h  rbyg 
No  Paradiie  is  iweeter,      "-  ^     ,  ;;j'ryii;ft  looq)  b'^ooi  E 

Not  that  they  Eden  call  î  fíiuuoo  ii'isd  anofí  luS 
At  night  fuch  new  vagaries^  vbtb  ^t>sl  diiw  iííoi  álsííT 

Such  gay  and  harmleis  ipo^i       -^^     ;^ao  ^wiJ 

Ali  lookt  like  iporting  íairies^        .  :;  ;  vf^jj'jîjy  ^o;jdT 

And  this  their  monarch's  courl»}*  g^^^^^l^t^^n  2/^ 

Methought,  when  fir  ft  I  enter '4- 1  &'moi-j  ,3Dci£f]tD  ih 
Such  fplendors  round  me  íhQfie,M  âd j  io  fttóá  §iÍT 

Into  a  world  I  ventur'd. 

Where  rofe  another  fun  :     ^,        ^  -,  \.^  =^ 

-    As  sky  Jiarks-fweer,  I  heaE^?  6iis  .g.figqsW  m  éîyoK 
The  founds  I'm  ftiil  enjoying,     -^^^slm^Ú  ^n^saû  adî 


Here  paintings  fweetly  glpwrngju  iv^e^rnû^bè  15*5«  Ir. 

Where  e'er  our  glances  ^-ij  ot  hf^d^imw  sd  10H 
Here  colours  life  beftowiogi  srbxo  lîijbiG  ,.nuo3  .  ÍáiniT 

Bedeck  this  Greenwcixifrhfilfj^fli  è^jalë-^lq  5/îi  looí 
The  king  there  dubs  a  farm,erj^?;n.  Yiinno^  adî  am  id'  Q^ 

There  John  his  d<»iy  iovesi^^nn  jll^adsv/  373ííT' 
But  my  dehght's  the  charmer,  .  ^       ,  r      .^ 

Who  fteals  a  pair  of  gJoves^    '^'^  ^^f -^  ^^^  Y^^' 

As,  ftiil  amaz  d,  I  am  itraying  v^:mika  §ní/Dooía: 

O^er  this  enchanted  gcoyç^  ^^^^^  ^^^^^  .c^^4,a 
Î  ipy  a  Harperf  paying    ^  ::^^oa  iitioïbé^m  ^blIa 

All  in  his  proud  alcove  i,^j^^^^.^^  ^^^,  jr^^y-^.^ 
3  doft  my  hat,  defiring     ^    .,,^,r^,  j.^^^  ^^,^^,,^^  z^^wi&n 

He'd  tune  up  buxom  J9^^|>^^.^.  ^^  ^  -^^^^ 
But  what  was  I  admiring  r  »       v  «. 

Odzooks  !  a-man  of  ftoiiet ., ™ 

But  now  the  table's  fpreading. 

They  iaïl  fall  too  witíi'glbe'í  -,)  »6ti<ix\><I  i'r^\q^ 
Not  ev'n  at  *Squires  fiae  weddii^i  ni  ^à  ..yTcM  /^ 

Sudi  dainties  did  .I'feei-  ■  V  issb  m  n^^á  e^v'í  V-^ 
ï  long'd  (poor  ftarv'íing  rover')    .tar-jâv/)  d  dîibfiîc*!  oH[ 

But  none  heed  country  ekes  r§bH  Y':)âi  íbúí  îoM 
Theiè  folk  with  lace  daub'd  oveif>->v  ws-tt  (Ixj)  lâ^m  ih 

Love  only  dear  themlêlves.  rná'd  h{i&  vs-g  thoZ 
Thus,  whiift  »midft^ys  aboúíidí^|g"f^=f  s^'*^  ^ííool  ÍÍ4 

As  grafshoppers  they're  gay  î-^^i^'^"^  "«^^-^  ^î^î  ^íí-^ 
At  diftance,  crouds  furioundifig  f.'ïH  fl3dv^?  Jd;§t;orJi'iM 

The  kdy  of  the  M^^í .  zíh  [.m/oi  aiobnaiql  ri-L-S 

^'■tdîBùv  î  bhow  «  lîîf 

*  Alluding  to  three  Piftures  ín  tïie  PaviUons,  viz.  '  'Xh* 
King  and  the  Miller  of  Mansfield,,  the  Sailors  in  a  tippfling 
Houfe  in  Wapping,  and  thjej6érl.'Whoiiifteymga'Kíí««0ía 
the  fleeping  Gentle  man.       .  ,  ,•  I  ;:  r.  M    -;   ];,.  }  -^iff 

•f  Mr.  Handel's  Statue.      '  ,  .  ' \,,'     ..^ 

î  Her  Royal  Highnefi  thé  Piïnéèfe^of  Wiéís  fittîj^^iindçï 
íi«rípkn<3tó  faviJioaor  Tent  in  Spting-Gardeas. 


The  man  i*th'  moon  tw.eei'd  fliff»     )   '    ■ 

Soft  twinkling  thro'  the  ■  trees,  "cwp  ^wfUm  drfi  a^Jgj:" 
As  tho'  'twould  pkaie  him  jiigh%  \->  jfL^îsl  sjj  3W  'oiST 

To  taile  delights  lik^'ái€%"f3li[í>íS3fí  .3«}  qso-sn  il'aW 

A-o  ;íaimc^  ^í  -larnm^ 

WOO'D  and  married  ahè'#*, ^%S^t  ii'sw  ,buÁ 
Was  íhe  nae  very\Véel  âC'~  ^'^  *  saj^  ..'rw  Jiai\ 
Was  vvoo'd  and  married  and  a'.  'l'iMn  bfs£. 

The  bride  came  out  o'  the  byr-e,  ::;5  ^cp  îiiQ 

And  O  as  Ihe  dighted  her  dieek^,    •  :i.  u-oáo^á.eA 
Sirs,  I'm  to  be  married  tjïe  night,.         iï  fesd  âilliW  Uiùt 

And  has  neither  blankets  íior:íheelS;^/  :?ifôi  âd  fciXi 
Has  neither  blankets  nor.flieets,  ;  ,;.iq  ilsi^^d  srífí'i  "iof 

Nor  fcarce  a  coverlet,  too. -,  i|  &  aoi  t»a  bííA 

The  bride  that  has  a'  to  borrow^  .4  jdg  ma£0  I  nl3 

Has  e'en  right  m^ikle  ado.  .  ^  iiss  tpvot,- lâl 

Oat  fpake  the  brkle's  father,      :  .     ....  ..sjyid  »^3  .^sisql  luQ; 

As  he  came  in  frae-the  pJouglij sê# 4il '^.eafô  âûî  sèi 

0  had  ye're  tongue,  me  doghter^:  ^^^:^=    '<  '  s-iow.I  xiig  G 
And  ye's  get  gear  enough  ;  ;.';'  V/sï 

The  ilirkthat  ilands  i'.  th' tether,  ::.':  svi  in^^ 

And  our  bra'  bafm'd  yad,  hah 

Will  carry  ye  hame  ye're  corn,  :  .  .-   :  uiï  êjïîi;^:.  I 

Whît  wad  ye  be  at,  ye  jade,  .  -|j|y»è.  b'.tí03  I  111 

Woo'd  and  married',  &c. 

Out  fpake  the  bride's  inather,  ""^"'^       -— 

What  d— 1  needs  atWs  ptidç j;  ...^  ^  ^,^ 

1  bad  nae  a  plack  i'  me  pouch        ^^  -r."?!  ft^ 

That  night, I  was  a  bride  j  'O  '^.-n^-'-- --    '^ 

My  gown  was  liniy-wooliy,,  :         V  -  i^  Î  A;  '  *  ' 
'     And  ne'er  a  iark  ava  :j  '■   '■  ^Rííi  Y^i  m^  mm  úfí^^íft 
Ard  yeha'e  ribbans  and  buslíifiS^ 'Vt.^  0*?  ?';:^4i^o'-^-»o'i 

Mac  than  ane  or  twa.  ,  ■:  .  :>-  'ú^  ÍíuT 


asm  on 


(  '»'3    > 

What's  the  matber,  quo*  Willie,  '.  ini-^^  fioP:^ 

Tho*  we  be  fcant  o*  claiths,  ;     _^ 

We'll  creep  the  nearer  th*  gilherr  T  . 

And  we'll  fmore  a*  the  fleas  ; 
Simmer  is  coming  on, 

And  we'll  get  teats  of  woo  ;  1  T 

And  we'll  get  a  lafs  o'  our  ain,  S  / 

And  ihe'll  fpin  claiths  a-new. 
Out  fpake  the  brides  brither»  .h  ïîj  ir.».  v;  .^x|í: 

As  he  came  in  wi*  the  kie  ;  qíí)  2js  O  hnA 

Poor  Willie  had  neVr  a  ta'en  ye. 

Had  he  kent  yi  as  weel  as  I  ; 
For  ye 're  baith  proud  and  lawcy,  jáh:?u  »^;  í 

And  no  for  a  poor  man's  wife  ;  :^5}  T^^'f 

Gin  I  canna  get  a  better, 

I's  never  tak  ane  i*  me  life. 
Out  fpake  the  bride's  fifter. 

As  flie  came  in  frae  the  byre  ; 

0  gin  I  were  but  married^  ■  ^u^rtoi  ; 
It's  a'  that  I  defire: 

But  we  poor  fo'k  maun  live  finglc, 
And  do  the  beft  we  can  ; 

1  dinna  care  what  I  fliou'd  want, 

If  I  cou'd  get  but  a  man. 


MERRY  BEGGARS, 
Î.  Beggar. T  Once  was  a  poet  at  London, 

X  I  keep  my  heart  ftill  full  of  glee;. 
There's  no  man  can  fay  that  I'm  undone. 

For  begging's  no  new  trade  to  me.  ;. 

Toll  deroll,  &c. 

s.  Beg.  I  once  was  an  attorney  at  faWj 

And  after  a  knight  of  the  poft  \  ^tve 


(     214::) 

Give  me  a  brisk  wench  land  clean  ftrawv'    '  *^^*^  ^^t' 

And  I  value  not  Who  rules  the  roart*  <  "  -'^'^  ^^^  -^^®  1  ^ 
.3.  Beg.  Make  room  for  atoldier  iri  bufÇ'î  J-'«£:  ,iïmp  I  ■ 

Who  valiantly  ftrutted  about,-         »  A^'iifra-  sdg 
'Till  he  fancy'd  the  peace  breaking  off.^^L  S^^^^^*^  f^if"^^" 

And  then  he  moil  wifdy Told  but.  [^^^  ^^^^  *'^'  ^ 
4.  Beg.  Here  comes  a  cdurtier  polite,  fira    ^  .^,'    v  J 

Who  flatter  d  my  lord  to  his  face  j 
Kow  railing  is  all  his  delight,  fir,  V  arft  W3i?>  'iâ^ 

Becaufe  he  mifs'd  getting  a  píâc^fi•■^^  %rd 'ísrÍT 

5*.  Beg.  I  ftill  am  a  merry  gut-icraper^,,  >[:  ,  . 

My  heart  never  yet  ielt  a  qualm  -,  ,  :,.1,  {^;>.  ^,r  ^^y 
The'  poor,  I  can  froîick  and  vapour^    '  '    ',  '■'"    '','. 

And  fing  any  tune  but  a  pfalm.. 

6^  Beg.  I  was^  a  fanatical- preacher, 

I  turn'd  up  my  eyes  when  I  pray'd  ; 
But  my  hearers  half-ilarved  their  teacher,  ^ 

For  they  believM  not  a  woi;d  that  I  faid.  -■     -   ^ 
1.  Beg.  Whoe'er  wouM  be  merry  and  frecv"^^' .   -*"„ 

Let  him  liil,  and  from  us  he  may  learn  » '" 
In  palaces  who  fliall  you  fee 

Half  fo  happy  as  we,k  a  barn.* 

Chorus  of  aîi.  ...  ,  ^,_  r 

'Whoe'er  would  be  merry,  Sec,  ica-io^'.-  - 

^  oa  JillstPD  5Í! 

— ■ — -~ — J, V-^-^;,:^i  rht^rr- 

Tançy  B/ack-e/clSujan. 

YE  powers  1  was  Damon  then  fo  bleU^  «'^^  '  ^■^^'^ 

To  fall  to  charming  Delia's  Ihare  j  "  "  ^■^'^'^ 

Delia,  the  beauteous  maid,  poíTeíl  '-^^ 

i)i  ail  that's  foft,  and  all  that's  áiir  í  ^ 

i  .  ::  îîçre 


í  •  fïi-  ) 

Here  ceaiè  thy  boanty,  O  indulgent  hcav*n, 

I  ask  no  more,  for  all  my  wiih  is  given.  \ 

I  came,  and  D^lia  iixiiling  ihow'd 

She  fmil'd,  and  ihow'd  the  happy  name  j 

With  rifmg  joy  my  heart  o'erilow'd, 
I  felt  and  bleft  the  new-born -flame. 

May  ibfteft  pleafures  ceafelefs  round  her  move;, 

May  all  her  days  be  joy,  and  nights  be  love. 

She  drew  the  treafure  from  her  bread,  o'  Î 

That  breafl:  where  love  and  graces  play,  ,    .;-.{ 

O  name  beyond  éxpreîlion  bicíl!           .,  ,,:-.  j  ^gg' % 

Thus  lodg'd  with  all  that's  fair  and  gay.!  1     >s^ 

To  be  fo lodg'd!  the  thought  is  extafy: 

Who  would  not  wiih  in  Paradife  to  ly  ? 


.  Tune,.  Green  ùlerdeui  '■•■-■.k':s-i  Vm  vM 

YE  watchful  guardians. of  the  fair. 
Who  skiff  on  wings  of  ambient  air, 
Of  my  dear  Delia  take  a  care. 

And  rcprefent  her  lover 
Wuh  all  the  gaiety  of  youth, 
With  honour,  juiiice,  love  and  truth  ; 
*Till  I  return,  her  paiFions  iboth, 
For  me  in  \vhifpers  move  her. 

Be  careful*  no  bafe  fordid  ilave, 
With  foul  funk  in  a  golden  giave, 
Who  knows  no  virtue  but  to  five. 

With  glit'rJng  gold  bewitch  her. 
Tell  her,  for  me  flie  was  defigri'd,  < 

For  me,  whaknow  how  to  be  kind, 
And  have  more  plenty  in  my  mind,  ; 

Than  one  who's  .ten  times  richer.. 

Let 


<      2i6     ) 

Letaîî  the  world  turn  uplidedown, 
And  fools  run  an  eternal  round. 
In  queft  of  what  can  ne'er  be  found. 

To  pleafe  their  vain  ambition. 
I,et  little  minds  great  charms  efpy 
In  fiiadows  which  at  diftance  ly, 
Whofe  hop'd  for  pleafures,  when  come  nigh, 

Prove  nothing  in  fruition. 

Bat,  call  into  a  mould  divine, 
Fair  Delia  does  with  luftre  ftiine. 
Her  virtuous  foul's  an  ample  mine. 

Which  yields  a  conftant  treafure. 
Let  poets,  in  fublimeft  lays. 
Employ  their  skill  her  fame  to  raife  ; 
Let  fons  of  mufick  pafs  whole  days, 

Willi  well-tun'd  reeds,  to  pleafe  her. 


Tune,  J  wijh  my  love  were  in  a  mire* 

BLEST  as  the  immortal  gods  is  he, 
The  youth  who  fondly  fits  by  thee, 
And  hears  and  fees  thee  all  the  while 
^ftly  fpeak,  and  fwcetly  fmile,  &c. 
5)0  fpoke  and  fmil'd  the  eaftern  maid  ; 

Like  thine,  feraphic  were  her  charms. 
That  in  GircaiTia's  vineyards  ftray'd, 

And  bltft  the  wifeft  monarch's  arms. 
A  thoufand  fair  of  highdefert, 
Strove  to  enchant  the  am'rous  king  -, 
But  the  GircaiTian  gain'd  his  heart, 

And  taught  the  royal  bard  to  iing  ; 
Clarinda  thus  our  fong  infpircs. 

And  claims  the  fmooth  and  highçft  lay^, 

But 


But  while  each  charin  our  boiom.  iires,  ,  ,^^ 

Words  fcem  to<^JîW.  to.íoúna  net;jp^*^^^^,.^^^':^| 
Her  mind,  in  ev'ry  gracf?,con>p|qte^  í4*v?|'!  ^-^4^  'r^-T' 

To  paint,  furpaíTe^  human  skill:;;  -=.1 

Her  majeily,  mix'd  with  tjig  iweet,  fît 

Let  feraphs,iîng]?er  if  they  will*  ;  * 

Whilft  wontfiing  with  a  raviili'd  eye^  .         , 

We  all  that's  perfed  in  her  view. i  ^  ^,, . ,  j.  ^  ,* 
Viewing  a  fiitcr  of  the  sky,     ^..       ,_    ..  v    .  -     ■   , -.  * 

To  whom  an  adorafiôiï^s  due'.  '",^ 


1^% 


Tune,  Qj/effihof:'.Sk^^a's  march»  ■.■■. 

COME,  Florinda,  lovely  cliariîiér,    '  ; 
Come,  and  fix  this  wáv'ritfgilTcáífM^''^  '^^^ 
Let  thofe  eyes  my  foul  rekindle, 
^''EVe' I  fëèrfôme  foreign  dart.  """^ 

Come,  and.wiih^thy  fmiles  fccure  ijie^. 

If  this  heart  be  worth  thy  cave,  ,..^. 

Favour'd  by  my  dear  Floriiida,  .;  \ 

I'll  be  true,  as  ihe  is  fair. 
Thoufand  beauties  trip  around  rae. 

And  my  yielding  breafl:  aflail  ; 
Come,  and  take  me  to  thy  bofom,  ,  '^ 

'Ere  my  confiant  paffion  fail.  j-p 

Come,  and  like  the  radient  morain^  % 

On  my  foul  ferenely  ihine,  ^^ 

Then  thofe  glimmering  ftars  iliall  vanlili^  "  ,;"' 

Loft  in  fplendor  more  divine.  '  .. 

Long  this  heart  has  been  thy  vitilim, 

Long  has  felt  the  pleafing  pain  ; 
Come,  and  with  an  equal  paíiion 
^ .  .|;Iake  it  ever  thine  remain. 
^^"Tol.  ÎI.  T  Theni 
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Then,  my  charmer,  I  can  promiie, 
If  our  Ibuls  in  love  agree, 

ííone  in  aJI  the  upper  dwellings 
Shall  be  happier  than  we. 


THE  ARCHERS  MARCH, 

SOUND,  found  the  mufic,  found  it, 
Let  hills  and  dales  rebound  it  : 
I^t  hills  and  dales  rebound  it, 

In  Praife  of  archery  : 
Its  origine  divine  is, 
The  practice  brave  and  fine  is, 
Which  generoufly  inclines  us 

To  guard  our  liberty» 
Art,  by  the  gods  employed. 
By  which  heroes  enjoyed, 
By  which  heroes  enjoyed 

The  wreaths  of  viâory. 
The  deity  of  ParnaiTus, 
'ï\^ç.  god  of  foft:  careiîès, 
Charte  Cynthia  and  her  laiTes, 

Delight  in  archery. 

See,  fee  yon  bow  extended  ! 
'Tis  Jove  himfelf  that  bends  it, 
*Tis  Jove  himfelf  that  bends  it, 

O'er  clouds  on  high  it  glows» 
All  nations,  Turks  and  Parthians, 
The  Tartars'  and  the  Scythians, 
The  Arabs,  Moors  and  Indians, 

With  brav'ry  draw  their  bow5» 
Our  own  true  records  tell  us. 
That  noîîe  cou'd  e'er  ejicel  us. 

That 
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That  none  con'd  e'er  excel  U3 

In  raartial  archery  : 
With  ihafts  our  Cres  engaging, 
Oppos'd  the  Romans  raging, 
Defeat  the  fierce  Norwegian, 

And  fpar'd  few  Danes  to  flee. 
Witnefs  Largs(<';)  and  Lonca!tIe(i^), 
Dunkcl(i:)  and  Aberlemny,(iO 
Dunkel  and  Aberiemny, 

Roiline(f,)  and  Bannockburn(/) 

The  Cheviots all  the  border, 

Were  bowmen  in  brave  order, 
Told  enemies,  if  farder 

They  mov'd,  they'd  ne'er  return. 

Sound,  found  the  mufick,  found  it. 
Let  hills  and  dales  rebound  it, 

T   2  «Let 

(^)  Largs,  where  the  Norwegians,  headed  by  their  vali- 
ant King  Maco,  were,  anno  1263,  torally  defeai  by  Alexan- 
der 111.  King  of  Scots;  tlie  heroic  Alexander,  great  Steward 
©f  Scotland,  commanded  the  right  wing. 

(b)  Loncartie,  near  Perth,  where  King  Kenneth  III.  ob- 
tained the  viftory  over  the  Danes,  which  was  principally 
owing  to  tlie  valour  and  refolution  of  the  firft  brave  Ha)', 
and  his  two  fons. 

(f)  Dunkel,  here,  and  in  Kyle,  and  on  the  banks  of  Tay, 
our  great  King  Corberdus  Galdus,  in  three  battles  overthrew 
30,000  Romans  in  the  reign  of  the  Emperor  Domitian. 

(rf)  Aberiemny,  four  miles  from  Brechin,  where  King 
Malcolm  II.  obtained  a  glorious  viélory  over  the  united  ar- 
mies of  Danes,  Norv^'egians,  Cumbrians,  &c.  commanded 
by  Sueno  King  of  Denmark,  and  his  warlike  (on  Prince 
Canute, 

(e)  Rofline,  about  five  miles  fouth  of  Edinburgh,  where 
10,000  Scots,  led  by  Sir  John  Cumin  and  Sir  Simon  Frazer, 
defeat  in  three  battles,  in  one  day,  30,000  of  their  enemie-s, 
anno  1.103. 

(/)  The  battles  of  Bannockburn  and  Cheviotj  Uc.  are  fo 
"Well  known,  that  they  require  no  notes. 
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Let  hills  and  dales  rebound  it, 

in  praife  of  archery. 
Us'd  as  a  game  it  pJeafes, 
Tiie  mind  to  joy  it  raifes. 
And  throws  off  all  difeafes 

Of  lazy  luxury. 
Now,  now  our  care  beguiling. 
When  all  the  year  looks  fmiling. 
When  all  the  year  looks  fmiling, 

With  healthful  harmony  : 
The  fun  in  glory  glowing. 
With  morning  due  beftowing, 
Sweet  fragrance,  life,   arid  growing» 

To  flowers  and  every  tree. 
'Tis  now  the  archers  royal, 
An  hearty  band  and  loyal. 
An  hearty  band  and  loyal. 

That  in  juft  thoughts  agree. 
Appear  in  ancient  bravery, 
Deipifmg  all  bafe  knavery. 
Which  tends  to  bring  in  flavery 

Souls  worthy  to  live  free. 
Sound,  found  the  mufick,  (bund  it, 
Fill  up  the  glafs  and  round  wl't. 
Fill  up  the  glafs  and  round  wi't. 

Health  and  profperity. 
T'  our  great  chief  and  officers, 
T'  our  prefident  and  counfellors  : 
To  all  who,  like  their  brave  forbears. 

Delight  iri  archery. 


AST  funday,  at  faint  James's  prayers, 
I    The  prince  and  princefs  by, 


i       711       ) 

J,  d'refs^d  in  all  my  whale-bone  airsy 
Sat  in  a  clofet  nigh. 

I  bow'd  my  knçes,  I  held  my  book. 

Read  all  the  anfvvers  o'er  ; 
But  was  perverted  by  a  look, 

Which  pierc'd  me  from  tlie  door. 

High  thoughts  of  heaven  I  came  to  ule. 

With  the  devoulert  care  ; 
Which  gay  young  Strephon  made  me  i'ofej 

And  all  the  raptures  there. 

He  ftayM  to  hand  me  to  my  chair. 

And  bow'd  with  courtly  grace  ; 
B-ut  whifpcr'd  love  into  mine  ear, 

Too  warm  for  that  grave  place. 
Love,  love,   faid  he,  by  all  ador'd^ 

My  tender  heart  lias  won  : 
But  I  grew  pcevifh  at  the  word;. 

Defir'd  he  might  be  gone. 

He  went  quite  out  of  light,   while  Î 

A  kinder  anfwer  meant  ; 
>ior  did  I  for  my  fins,  that  day, 

By  half  f&  much  repent* 


THE  QJJACK  D  OCT  OR. 

HERE  are  people  and*  fports 
Of  ail  fizes  and  forts^, 
Coach'd  damfel  and  fqnirci 
And  mob  in  the  mire, 
Tarpaulins,  Trugmaiions,. 
iiOrds,  ladies,  fovvs,  babies,. 

And  loobies  m  fcores  -,  „  • 

T  3r  2Ín.3 
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.Some  bawling,  íbme  bawling. 
Some  leering,  fome  fleering. 
Some  loving,   fome  ihoving. 

With  legions  of  furbelow'd  wliores  s 
To  the  tavern  fome  go. 
And  fome  to  a  ihow. 
See  puppets  for  mopets. 
Jack  puddens  for  cuddens, 
Rope  dancing,  mares  prancing, 
Boats  flying,  Quacics  lying, 
jPick  pockets,  pick  plackets, 

Beafts,  butchers  and  beanx. 
rpps  prattling,  dice  rattling, 
Kooks  ihaming,  puts  darning, 
Whores  painted,  masks  tainted 

In  taly-mans  furbelow'd  cloatbes. 

The  mob's  joys  wou'd  ye  know. 
To  yon  mufic-houie  go, 
See  tayiors  and  failors, 
Whores  oily  and  doily, 
Here  mufic  makes  you  lick  j 
Some  skipping,  ibme  trippings 
Some  fmoaking,  fome  joking, 

Like  ipigget  and  tap  ; 
Short  meafure,  ftrange  pleafure. 
Thus  billing  and  fwilling, 
Some  yearly  get  fairly. 

For  fairings,  pig  pork  and  a  clap. 


n^  Second  PART. 

EE,  Sirs,  fee  here  !  a  do^or  rare, 
I   Who  travels  much  at  home  i 


îîere 
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Here  take  my  bills,  they  cure  all  ills, 

Paft,  prefent  and  to  come  ; 
The  cramp,  the  ftitcb,  thelquirt,the  hcfe,' 

The  gout,  the  ftone,  the  pox. 
The  mulligrubs,  the  wanton  fcrobs. 
And  all  Pandora's  box  : 

Thoufands  I've  diiTeited, 

Thoufands  new  ereéled; 

And  fuch  cures  cíFe(íled, 
As  none  e'er  can  tell  ; 

Let  the  palfie  fhake  ye,. 

Let  the  cholick  rack  ye, 

Let  the  crinkrums  break  ye, 

Let  the  murrain  take  ye. 
Take  this,  take  this,  and  you  ^e  well  î 

Thoufands,  &c. 

Come^  wits  fo  keen,  devour'd  with  fpleen, 

And  beaux  who've  fpraîn'd  your  backs. 
Great-belly  W  maids,  old  founder'd  jades. 

And  pepper'd  vizard  cracks  ; 
I  ibon  remove  the  pains  of  love, 

And  cure  the  am'rous  maid. 
The  hot,  the  cold,  the  young,  the  old 

The  living  and  the  dead  ; 
I  èlear  the  lais  with  wain-fcot  face, 

And  from  pim-ginets  free 
Plump  ladies  red  like  Sa'rcen*s  hcad^ 

With  toping  ratafee. 
This,  with  a  jivk,  wiJl  do  your  work. 

And  icour  you  o'er  and  o^er  ; 
Read,  judge  and  try  ;  and  if  you  die, 

Never  belkye  me  more» 


7he  Parfon  among  the  Peafe. 

ONE  long  Whitfun  holy-day, 
Holy-day,  holy-day,  it  was  a  jolly  dayr,. 
¥oung  Ralph,  buxom  Phillida, 
Phillida,  a  vvell-a-day  !  T 

Met  in  the  peaie  ;  '  ^ 

They  long  had  community, 
He  lov'd  lier,  íhe  lov'd  him, 
Joyful  unity,  nought  but  opportunityj. 
Scanting  was  wanting. 

Their  boi()ms  to  eafe.  '^^r^ 

But  now. fortune's  cruelty,  cruelty,  -    ^ 

You  will  fee  ;  for  as  they  ly  ..  ;  ;  ;^ 

-In  clofe  hug.  Sir  Domine 
Gemini  Comini 

Chanc'd  to  come  by  i  . 

He  read  prayers  i'  the  family, 
!No  way  now  to  frame  a  lie. 
They  fcar'd  at  old  Homily, 
Homily,  Homily, 

Both  away  fly 

Home.  Soon  as  he  faw  the  fight, 
Full  of  fpite,  as  a  kite  runs  the  recubltej 
Like  a  noify  hypocrite. 
Hypocrite,  Hypocrite, 

Mifchief  to  fay; 
Save  he  wou'd  fair  Phillida,         ..:.-  ii-^L',,..  ..*■*  tu.^j. 
Phillida,  Phillida  dreft  that  holy-day^  5. 
But  poor  Ralph,  a  well-a-day  ! 
Well-a-day  !  weU-a?-day  Î 

Turn'd  was  away. 

-■,!.'    "iigs,  cr\es  ^\r  Domine 
é^.a/ií  CcminT^  íhali  arogue-ftay 

.    -      'To 
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To  baulk  me  as  commonly, 
Commonly,  commonly, 

Has  been  his  way  ? 
Ko,  I  ferve  the  family, 
They  know  nought  to  blame  me  by; 
I  read  prayers  and  homily, 
Homily,  homily, 

Three  times  a  day. 


SELINDA^s  fure  the  brighteft  thing 
That  decks  the  earth,  or  breathes  our  air  î 
Mild  are  her  looks  like  op'ning  fpring, 
And  like  the  blooming  fummer  fair» 

But  then  her  wit*^s  íb  very  iinall. 

That  all  her  charms  appear  to  ly 
Like  glaring  colours  on  a  wall, 

And  ftrike  no  further  than  the  cye> 

Our  eyes  iuxurioufly  (he  treats, 

Our  ears  are  abfent  from  the  feaft  } 
One  fenfe  is  furfeited  with  fweets, 

Starv'd  or  diigufted  arc  the  reft. 
So  have  I  feen  with  afpeâ  bright, 

And  taudry  pride,  a  tulip  fwell, 
Blooming  and  beauteous  to  the  fight. 

Dull  and  infipid  to  the  fmeli. 


^^  I  ^IS  liberty,  dear  liberty,  alone, 

JL     That  gives  freih  beauty  to  the  iun, 
That  bids  all  nature  look  more  gay, 
And  lovely  life  with  pleafure  ileal  away,  ,^ 

And  lovely,  &c, 

HAPPY 
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HAPPY,  while  with  fportive  plcafure, 
We  faJute  each  rifmg  day  ; 
Life  itfeJf's  no  more  a  trcafure. 

When  it  ceaies  to  be  gay. 
Life  itfelf 's,  &c. 


By  Mr.  Thomson. 

IF  thofe  who  live  in  fhspherd's  bow'r 
Prefs  not  the  rich  and  (lately  bed, 
The  new  mown  hay,  and  breathing  flowVj 
A  foftcr  couch  beneath  them  fpread. 

If  thofe  who  fit  at  Giephcrds  board, 
Sooth  not  their  taite  by  wanton  art  ; 

They  take  what  nature's  gifts  afford, 
And  take  it  with  a  chearful  heart. 

If  thofe  who  drain  the  fnepherd's  bowl, 
No  high  and  fparkfing  wines  can  boail. 

With  wholefome  cups  they  cliear  the  fouî, 
And  crown  them  with  the  village  toall. 

If  thofe  who  join  in  fhepherds  fport, 

Gay-dancing  on  the  dalzy'd  ground. 
Have  not  the  fplendor  of  a  court, 
•    Yet  love  adorns  the  merry  round'. 


Tune,  Pïnk'îâ-houfe» 

NOT  for  thy  graceful  air  alone, 
Or  fnowy  neck  I  figh  ; 
Thy  winning  fmiles,  or  melting  voice, 
Qï  love's  perfuading  eye. 

Ofi 
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oft  have  I  gazM,  unhurt,  on  pride^ 

Lodg'd  in  a  mould  divine  ; 
Oft  liikn'd  fafe,   while  folly  flow'd 

From  hps  To  fweet  as  thine. 
The  foul^  o'er  all  thy  frame  diíFus'd, 

Paints  every  feature  fair  ; 
As  angels  tinge  their  forms  at  will, 

When  limn'd  in  lucid  air  : 
Bright  beaming  thro'  thy  fliape  appears^ 

The  heav'nly  guefl:  enflirin'd  ; 
*Twere  virtue  fure  to  kifs  the  cafe 

That  holds  fô  fair  a  mind. 


T 


By  H.  TowKSEND. 

Tune,  Oh  !  y€s,  oh  \  yes,  oh  !  yes,  I  cry. 
HOU  ihepherd,  whofe,  intentive  eye 


O'er  ev'ry  lamb  is  fuch  a  fpie, 
No  wily  fox  can  make  them  lefs  ; 
Where  may  I  find  my  fliepherdefs  ? 
A  little  paufmg,  then  faid  he, 
How  can  that  jewel  ftray  from  thee? 
In  fummer's  heat,  in  winter's  cold, 
I  thought  thy  breaft  had  been  her  fold. 
That  is  indeed  the  confiant  place 
Wherein  my  thoughts  ftill  fee  her  face,  ' 
And  print  her  image  In  my  heart  ; 
But  yet  my  fond  eyes  crave  a  part. 
AVith  that  he  fojiling  faid,  I  might 
Of  Ghloris  partly  have  a  fight  ; 
And  fome  of  her  perfections  meet. 
In  ev'ry  flower  frefli  and  fweet. 

The  growing  lillies  bear  her  skin, 

The  vi'lets  her  blue  veins  within  ;  Xhe 
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The  blufliîng  rofe  new  blown  and  íjjreaá. 
Her  fweeter  cheeks,  her  lips  the  red. 
The  winds  that  wanton  with  the  Tpring, 
Such  odours  as  her  breathing  bring  : 
But  the  refemblance  of  her  eyes 
Was  never  found  beneath  the  skies. 
Her  charming  voice  who  ftrives  to  hit, 
His  objedl  muft  be  higher  yet  : 
For  heav'n,  and  earth,  and  all  we  fee, 
Diijjers'd,  colleded,  is  but  ihe. 
Amaz'd  at  this  difcourfe,  methought, 
Love  and  ambition  in  me  wrought, 
And  made  me  covet  to  engrofs, 
A  wealth  wou'd  prove  a  publick  lofs. 
With  that  I  figh'd,  alham'd  to  fee 
Such  worth  in  her,  fuch  want  in  me  ; 
And,  clofingboth  mine  eyes,  forbid 
The  world  my  fight,  ilnce  ftie  was  hid. 


HOW  fevere  is  forgetful  old  age. 
To  confine  a  poor  lover  fo? 
That  I  almoft  defpair. 
To  fee  ev'n  the  air. 
Much  more  my  dear  Damon — hey  ho  ! 

Though  I  whifper  my  iighs  out  alone. 
Yet  I'm  trac'd  where  ever  I  go  ; 

For  fome  treach'rous  tree 

Hides  this  old  man  from  me, 
And  there  he  counts  ev'ry — hey  ho  ! 

JJow  ihall  I  this  Argus  blind. 
And  fo  put  an  end  to  niy^woe  ? 
But  while  1  beguile 
All  his  frown  with  a  fmile, 
I  betray  niyfelf  with  a— hey  ho  I  ^Ty 
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My  reilraînt  then,  alas  !  muil:  endure, 
So  that,  fince  my  fad  doom  I  know, 
I  will  pine  for  my  love, 
Like  the  turtle  dove, 
And  breathe  out  my  life  in'- -hey  ho  ! 


Tune,  yl  Cobler  there  luûf,  Sec. 

WHEN  firft  my  free  heart  was  înfpir'd  by  deiire» 
So  foft  was  the  wound,  and  fo  gentle  the  fire. 
My  iighs  were  fo  fweet,  and  fo  pleafant  the  fmart, 
I  pity'd  the  flave  that  had  ne'er  loft  "his  heart. 
Derry  down,  down.  Sec. 

He  thinks  himfelf  happy  and  free,  hut,  alas  î 
He's  far  from  that  heaven  which  lovers  polfefs  ; 
in  nature  was  nothing  that  I  could  compare 
With  the  beauty  of  C-hloris,  I  tlxjught  her  fo  fair. 

A  wit  fo  divine  all  her  fayings  did  fill, 
A  goddefs  Ihe  feem'd,  and  I  thought  of  her  ftill 
^Vith  a  zeal  more  inflam'd,  and  a  paiTionmore  true, 
Than  a  martyr  in  flames  for  religion  can  ihew. 
More  virtues  and  graces  I  found  in  her  mind. 
Than  the  fchools  can  invent,  or  the  gods  e'er  defígn*<Í, 
'She  feem'd  to  be  mine  by  each  glance  of  hcT  eye, 
If  mortals  might  aim  at  a  bleiling  fo  high. 

Each  day^  with  new  favours,  new  hopes  ihe  did  give, 
'But,  alas  !  what  is  wiih'd,  we  too  foQn  do  believe  j 
With  awful  refpeit,  ftiR  I  lov'-d  aîxl  admir'>d. 
But  fear 'd  to  attemj^t  what  fo  much  1  deiir'd. 
In  a  moment,  my  joys  and  my  hopes  were  deftroy'd: 
A  fiiepherd,  more  daring,  fell  on  and  enjoy'd  ; 
Yet  in  fpite  of  my  fate,  and  the  pains  I  endure. 
In  a  fécond  amour  I  will  feck  for  my  cure, 

Vt)L.  IL  U  THO' 
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ANSWER    to 

from  fweet  beivitching  tricks  of  live. 

THO'  women,  by  proud  men,  are  fcorn'd 
For  being  oft  too  kind  ; 
Yet  all  weil  know  that  men,  when  fpurn'd. 

Are  to  their  wills  confin'd, 
With  reillefs  pain,  one  fmile  to  gain, 

All  ways  they  gladly  try  : 
But,  maids,  beware,  avoid  the  iiiare. 

All  men  áeú  cunningly  :  ,.    :v/ 

There's  not  a  man  who  in  his  heart 

Does  woman  truly  love.  > 

They  but  delight  t'  impel  the  dart, 
And  all  its  pains  approve  ; 

^Vith  looks  ferene,  (they're  often  feen) 

They  flatt'ring  words  apply  ;  | 

But,  maids,  &c. 

They  often  ilrive,  with  artful  tale. 

Each  fair  one  to  deceive* 
On  our  good  nature  to  prevail. 

Then  laugh  within  their  ileeve. 
With  felf  conceit  they  think  to  cheat 

The  heart  as  well  as  eye  : 
But  maids,  &c. 

If  then  to  rout  the  feliiik  crew^ 

You'd  chufe  a  faithful  guard. 
Let  virtue  rule  the  heart,  then  fevf 

Will  i  fe  their  juil  reward, 
îîot  all  the  tribe,  her  foul  can  bribe, 

She  will  all  art  delie, 
Tkeiî,  maids,  &c, 

THE 
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'"I^HE  gently  budiling  rofe  beholi^ 
1^      Half  op'ning  to  the  vernal  beains  j 

it's  beauties  cautious  to  unfold, 

The  lefs  'tis  feen,  the  fairer  feems  ; 

Ye  flatter'd  maids,  befieg'd  by  fighing  beaux. 

Learn  from  my  fong,  the  moral  of  the  rofe. 

Learn  from,  &c. 

And  as,  tho'  guarded  round  with  thorns, 
Time  ftrips  the  ufelefs  up-pluck'd  flower, 

Which  ne'er  the  lovers  breait  adorns. 
Or  e'er  bedecks  the  bridal  bower  ; 

When  maiden  aunts  their  fage  advice  propoíé. 

Learn  from  my  fong,  the  moral  of  the  rofe. 


LONG  by  an  idle  paflîon  toft, 
By  love  undone,  my  reafon  ioil  j 
How  many  fruitlefs  tears  it  cofl: 
To  free  me  from  the  fraart  ? 
I  ravM,  I  figh'd,  but  all  in  vain, 
Cou'd  not  my  liberty  regain, 
Or  break  the  little  tyrant's  chain  j 
Alas  Î  how  weak  my  art  ? 

At  length,!  flew  to  pride  for  aid. 
But,  equally  by  that  betray'd, 
To  ev'ry  pow'r,  in  vain,  I  pray'd. 
But  none  wou'd  pity  fliow  ; 

Till  reafon  to  my  breaft,  once  more. 
Bid  all  my  former  peace  reilore  ; 
And  brought  content,  not  in  the  pow'r 
Of  Strepon  to  beilow. 

U  2  CEASF, 
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CF>,\SE,  gentle  fwain,  thy  amorous  fiiit  forbear,. 
Geafe,  in  foft  founds,  to  break  the  trembling  âir. 
Thy  moving  numbers  all  my  foul  infpire, 
Each  gentle  fpirit  fans  the  raging  fire; 
By  fuch  fweet  harmony  we're  ibon  betrayM, 
To  ihow  the  weaknefs  of  an  yielding  maid, 
ÏViufick  fuch  melting  joys  impart, 
It  gains  the  fpeedieil  paíTage  to  our  he^rt. 


WÎÎAT  can  .aiîwage  the  pain  man  feel»,, 
'When  bufy  cares  diiturb  his  breaí^, 
When  modefl:  fenfe  his  want  conceals, 

With  thoufand  thoughts  that  bar  his  reft  I 
Can  wine  one  gloomy  thought  remove  ? 

Can  titles,  wealth  or  poAv'r  giye  eafè  ? 
Can  womens  charms,  or  thoughts  of  love, 

Recall  his  foul  or  mind  to  peace  ? 
No,  no,  they'r  trifling  pleafures  all,. 

The  rich  enjoy  them  but  a  day  ; 
Within  their  breaft  ihey  deign  to  call^ 

Ne'er  reft,  but  vaniih  fooîî  away. 

Content  alone  cati  make  us  fing, 
When  wanton  fortune  is  unkind. 

That  fets  a  wretch  above  a  king, 
And  (juiets  ev'ry  ruíEed  mind.. 


VAIN  is  ev'ry  fond  endeavour^ 
To  refift  the  tender  dart  ; 
For  examples  move  us  never. 
We  muil  feel  to  know  the  fraart. 

Wheii 
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When  the  fliepherd  fwears  he's  dyiKg^ 

And  our  beauties  fets  to  view. 
Vanity,  her  aid  fupplying, 

Bids  us  think  'tis  all  our  due. 
Softer  than  tlie  vernal  breezes. 

Is  the  wild  deceitful  itrain  : 
Frowning  truth  ourfcx  difpleaie^^ 

Fiaît'ry  never  fnes  in  vain. 

Soon,  too  foon,  the  happy  lover 
Docs  our  tend'reit  hopes  deceive  | 

Man  Vv-as  form'd  to  be  a  rover, 
Fooliih  woman  to  believe. 


O  Gentle  god  of  pleaííng- paia. 
Thy  pow'r  conirne,  or  force  reftrala  } 
Difpell  my  doubts  and  eafe  ray  mind, 
Make  Sylvia,  charming  Sylvia,  kind  j 
!^^'or  longer  íruít  her  youthful  prime. 
To  be  the  wafte  of  blafting  time  j 
Approaching  quick  with  wrinkly  face, 
Relentlefs  robbing  every  grace. 

Kind  Cupid,  make  heE-ilubborn  heart 
A  victim  to  thy  piercing  dart  ; 
O'ercome  her  harlh  difdainful  air, 
i\nd  make  her  yielding  as  fhe's  foir  t 
May  fweetnefs  take  the  place  of  fcor»^ 
Compliance  every  charm  adorn  : 
May  every  haughty  thought  expire,. 
Ana  frigid  coMnefs  turn  to  fire. 


o 


"NE  fummers  eve*,  a^s  Strephon  rov^ii,. 
Wrapt  up  in  .^^Pi^f  ^^.tf  priifOiUiid  ^. 
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SurprîsM,  he  faw  his  beft  belov'd 
Ly  fleeping  on  the  ground. 

Awake,  my  pretty  fleeper,  'wake,,. 
Awake  to  Strephon's  call  ; 

Be  carefuL  for  thy  lover's  fake, 
'Tis  ev«,  the  dew  drops  fall. 

Then  ta  her  cheek  his  lips  he  laid. 

And  gently  dole  a  kifs  ; 
She  ftîlî  iîept  on,  he,  not  difmay'd^ 

Repeats  the  traníien'c  blîfs. 

She  wakei,  and  thus,  in  angry  tone,, 

Away,  away  file  cries  ; 
TÍK%  fault'ring,  bid  the  fwaia  be  gone^ 

Then  iigh'd,  and  clos'd  her  eyes. 
The'  cruel  are  thy  words,  fairmaid, 

Can  fighs  proceed  from  hate  ? 
Aly  doubts  are  gone,  then:  àovm  he  laid;^ 

Refoiv'd  to  ftare  her  fate. 
Defended  from  the  noxious  aif. 

Within  his  arms  file  lay; 
And  tha'  he  ofien  wak'd  the  fáir^ 

She  íiud  IK)  more 'till  day. . 


By  T.  CiRRY.  C^^ 

ASK  me  why  I  fend  you  here, 
This  firftling  of  the  infant  year  t 
Ask  me,  why  I  fend  to  you 
This  primrofe  all  bepearl'd' with  dew  ? 
1  rouft  whifper  in  your  ears, 
The  fweets  of  love  aye  waih'd  with  tears». 
Ask  me  why  this  rofe  doth  ftiow 
AU  yeUow,  g?een  and  Îkkl'y  too  i 


Ask 
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Ask  me  why  theftalk  rs  weak, 
And  yieldirjg  eack  way,  yet  not  break  ? 
Í  muil;  tdl  you  ;  thefe  difcover 
What  doubts  and  fears  are  in  a  lover. 


By  Mr.  Milton, 

NOW  the  bright  morning  ilar^  day'is  harbinget* 
Gomes  dancing  from  the  eaft,  and  leads  with  her 
The  flow'ry  May,  who  from  her  green  lap  throws 
The  yellow  cowilip,  and  the  pale  primrofe  *> 
Hail,  bounteous  May,  that  doit  inípire 
Mirth  and  youth,  and  warm  defire  j 
Woods  and  groves  are  of  thy  dreffing,. 
Hill  and  dale  doth  boail  thy  bieifmg  : 
Thus  we  falute  thee  with  our  early  fong. 
And  welcome  thee,  and  wiih  thee  long. 


By  Mr.  MíLTí>v. 

SWEET  echo,  fweeteft  nymph,  that  liv'fl  unfeea 
Within  thy  airy  cell  ; 
By  flow  Meander's  margent  green, 
And  in  the  violet's  embreider'd  vail, 
Where  the  lovelorn  nightingale 
NighiJy  to  thee  his  fad  fong  mourneth  well  î 
Can'ft  thou  not  tell  me  of  a  gentle  pair^ 
That  likeft  thy  Narciffus  are  ? 
O,  if  thou  have      ^ 
Hid  them  in  fome  flow'ry  cave, 
Tell  bu  t  wherc;^ 

Sweet  queen  of  Parley,  daughter  of  the.  fpherc  • 
So  may  eft  thou  be  tranflated  to  the  skies, 
Aad  give  refoundiiig  grace  to  all  heav'n's  harmonies; 

Tune, 
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Tune,  O'er  the  hills. 

ARISE,  fweet  meiFenger  of  the  morn, 
With  thy  mild  beams  this  iile  adorn  ; 
For  long  as  ihepherds  fport  and  play, 
*Tis  this  ihall  be  a  holy  day. 

Each  nymph  be  like  the  bluihing  morn. 
That  gaily  lightens  o'er  the  lawnr  ; 
Each  iliepherd  like  the  fun  be  gay. 
And  frolick  out  this  holyday. 

The  morn  appears  a  rofy  hew. 
Peeps  over  yonder  eaftern  blue  j 
Come  let  us  dance  in  trim  aray, 
And  grateful  keep  this  holyday. 

Come  all,  ye  honeft  Britiili  fouls, 
Let  love  and  honour  crown  your  bov/Is  ^ 
Rejoice,  rejoice,  and  fport  and  play. 
This  fouice  of  m^ny  a  holyday. 


I  MUST  Î3ave  a  wife,  what  fo  e'er  ihe  be; 
For  if  flie  is  woman,  that's  enongh  for  mCo. 
Fal  la  la  la,  &c 

If  that  ilie  is  handfome,  fo  much  more  delight  ;. 
And  if  ihe  is  ugly,  na  matter  in  the  night. 
If  that  flie  is  bairen,  fo  much  lefs  my  care  ; 
And  if  fne  is  fruitful,  oh  !  what  joys  are  there  Î 
If  that  ihe  is  rich,  her  riches  are  to  me  ; 
And  if  ihe  is  poor,  no  poorer  can  I  be. 

If  ihe  is  good  humour'd,  then  I  am  not  curil  5 
If  ihe  is  a  devil,  damn  her,  áo  her  worit. 
ïf  that  ihe  is  young,  fo  much  fweeter  ihe  ; 
And  if  ihe  is  old,  the  fooner  ihe'il  die. 
I  ffiuil  have  a  w^e,  &c. 

THERE 
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THERE  was  a  jolly  beggar,  and  a  begging  he  was 
bound, 
And  he  took  up  his  quarters  into  a  land'art  town^ 

Fa  la  la,  &c. 
He  wad  neither  ly  in  barn,  nor  yet  wad  he  in  byre, 
But  in  a  hint  the  ha'  door,  or  elfe  afore  the  fire. 

The  beggar's  bed  was  made  at  e^en  wi'  good  clean  itraw 

and  hay, 
And  in  a  hint  the  ha'  door,  and  there  the  beggar  lay. 

Up  raife  the  goodman's  dochter,  and  for  to  bar  the 

door. 
And  there  flie  faw  the  beggar  ilandin'  i'  the  floor. 

lie  took  the  laCiein  his  arms^  and  to  the  bed  he  ran, 
O  hooiy  !  hooly  wi'  me,  fir,  ye'Il  waken  our  goodma». 

I'he  beggar  was  a  cunain'  loon,  and  ne'er  a  wosd  he 

fpake, 
Until  he  got  his  turn  done,  fyne  he  began  to  crack. 

Is  there  on  y  dogs  into  this  town,  maiden  tell  me  true. 
And  what  wad  ye  do  wi'them,my  hinny  and  my  dow  Î 

They'll  rive  a'  my  meal  pocks,  and  do  me  meikle 
wrang, 

0  dool  for  the  ^oin*  o't  !  are  ye  the  poor  man  ? 

Then  ftie  took  up  the  meal  pocks,  and  flang  them  o'er 

the  wa',  (a*. 

The  d— 1  gae  WÎ'  the  meal  pocks,  my  maidenhead  arwd 

1  took  ye  for  fome  genfekman,  at  leaft  the  laird  of 

Brodie, 
O  dool  for  the  doin'  o't  !  are  ye  the  poor  bodie  f 

He  took  the  laflie  in  his  arms,  and  gae  her  kifles  three> 
And  four  and  twenty  hunder  merk  to  pay  the  nuricc 
fee.  . 

He 
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He  took  a  hornfrae  his  fide,  and  blew  baith  loud  and 

llirill, 
And  four  and  twenty  belted  knights  came  skipping 

o'er  the  hill. 

And  he  took  out  his  little  knife,  loot  a*  his  dudies-f**, 
And  lie  was  the  braweft  gentleman  that  was  amang 

them  a*. 
The  beggar  was  a  cliver  loon,  and  he  lap  ihoulder  height, 
O  ay,  for  iicken  quarters  as  I  gat  yefternight,  fa  la,  &c. 

_ -^ ^^, 

By   Mr.  Rae. 

Tune,  The  Nut-brotun  Maid» 

W"HEN  fair  Zelinda  came  °^ 

To  feize  my  wand 'ring  heart, 
Swift  fpread  the  kindling  flame, 

Her  fparkling  eyes  impart  : 
Each  look  n'ew  fuel  lent 

To  the  now  raging  fire  ; 
Each  motion  did  augment 
The  paiTionate  deiire. 

Soon  did  my  bofora  feci 

Sly  Cupid's  fubtile  dart  ; 
While  fiery  fighs  reveal 

Its  agonizing  fmart. 
Yet  of  my  violent  pain, 

She  did  unconfcious  prove  ; 
And  faw,  with  cold  difdain, 

The  progrefs  of  my  love. 

Ah,  nymph,  why  thus  unkind! 

Why  unrelenting  ftill 
To  him  whofe  joys  depend 

Entirely  on  VQur  will  ? 

^  Oh! 
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Oh  !  let  your  conduit  be 

As  lovely  as  your  frame; 
And,  if  you  pity  me, 

Confefs  a  mutual  flame, 
Se  merciful  as  fair, 

Sv/eet  as  the  blufliing  roie. 
In  fmiles  your  love  declare, 
.   The  rifing  wifli  difcloie  : 
Fly  1  tafte  the  heav'nly  blifs. 

And  crown  the  warm  deiire  ; 
Feed  on  the  balmy  kifs, 

And  in  love's  joys  expire. 


LONG  from  the  force  of  beauty 'scharms^ 
Long  have  I  wander'd  free, 
Endur'd  no  grief,  felt  no  alarms, 
Referv'd  to  fail  by  thee. 

Thou,  fair  one,  thou  alone  canft  move 

This  paffion  in  my  breaft  ; 
Thou,  thou  alone,  canft  teach  me  love, 

O  teach  me  to  be  bleft. 

1«  fafety,  thus  from  all  alarms. 

The  roving  turtle  fiies; 
Till  fome  unerring  hand  conveys 

The  ihaft  by  which  he  dies. 


WOULD  heaven  indulge  my  love-iick  mind. 
And  make  my  joys  compleat; 
Let  me  my  Myra's  favour  find. 
And  lay  me  at  her  feet. 

If  the  dear  nymph  but  on  me  fmile. 
Then  fate  may  do  its  worft  3 

Wiiile 


(      240      ) 

While  íhe  îs  kind,  I  fear  no  Ui, 
I  ne'er  can  be  accurft. 

With  her  I  couid  forever  dwell. 
There's  lieaven  within  her  arm?. 

But,  abfent  from  her,  I'm  in  hell, 
Dire  grief  my  foul  alarms. 

Î  rave,  I  burn,  I  pine,  I  die. 
Nought  can  my  heart  relieve  ; 

But  at  her  iighs  my  forrows  fly  ; 
Her  prefence  bids  nK  live. 


MUSICK,  thou  gentlefl:  power  of  art, 
That  charms  the  ear  and  melts  the  heart  ; 
Thy  fofi:  peffuaiion  can  prevail, 
When  other  fweeteft  motives  fail  ; 
Not  eloquence  itfelf  can  move 
^o  fure,  or  even  more  charming  love. 
Thy  founds  can  calm  the  troubled  breaft, 
By  jealoufy's  fierce  rage  polfeft  ; 
That  heeded  not  Lucinda's  iighs. 
Kind  prayers,  and  filver  dreaming  eyes  ; 
In  thee,  the  birds  fheir  joys  exprefs, 
interpreter  of  happinefs  ! 
In  fpring,  while  ev'ry  fhady  grove 
is  full  of  muiick  and  of  love. 
Thou  art  to  earth,  as  heaven,  dear. 
For  ev'ry  voice  is  mufic  there. 
That  fills  with  extafy  the  ear. 
Hail  J    foerce  of  rapture  and  delight  ! 
Which  ev'ry  forrow  puts  to  flight  ; 
And  cures  the  unhappy  lover's  wound, 
Wiîile  pain  itfelf 's  fubdued  -by  found. 


Tune, 
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Tone,  Sweet  Betty. 

THUS  maidens  belie  their  defires, 
Yet  langniih  for  what  they  refufe; 
And  tho'  their  breafts  glow  with  love's  fires. 
Seem  cold  to  the  joys  they  would  chufe. 

Tlie  tongue  and  the  heart  are  two  fiíílions 
Wefcarce  reconcile,  'till  made  brides; 

Like  ftatefmen,  onr  fpecches  and  ailions 
Have  commonly  contrary  iides. 


He.     a  hi  why  is  my  heart  fo  tender? 
,/ÍL.     My  honour  invites  me  to  arms* 
To  love,  fliall  I  fame  furrender  ? 
By  laurels  I'll  merit  thy  charms. 

Sue.  How  can  you  bear  the  refleilion.' 
He.       I  balance,  and  honour  gives  way. 
She.  Reward  my  love  by  aííedion; 

I  ask  you  no  more  than  I  pay. 


THE  CONSTANT  MAID, 

SOONER  than  I'll  my  love  forego, 
Or  lofe  the  man  I  prize, 
I'll  bravely  combat  every  woe. 
And  fall  a  íacriíicc. 

No  bars,  or  bolts,  fliall  me  controulj 

I'll  death  and  danger  dare, 
Reilraint  but  fires  the  ailiv-e  foul, 

And  urges  fierce  defpair. 

X  The 
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IHie  window  then  iliall  be  my  gate, 

I'll  either  fall  or  fly-, 
Eatiier  than  live  with  the  man  I  hate, 

for  iiim  I  love,  l'il  die. 


THE   BRUIKET  LASSIE^ 

Heaven!  wliat  ihall  I  do, 
To  whom  ihall  I  complain. 
My  griefs  how  fliall  Illiow, 

Or  where  exprefs  my  paiia? 
!No  confident  I  have, 

The  cafe  will  not  allov/, 
'Twere  treafon  in  a  flave, 

O  heavejî  !   what  ihall  I  do  ? 
To  the  woods  I  make  my  moan. 

But  they  refufe  to  hear^ 
The -echoes,  when  I  groan. 

The  fame  but  backward  bear^i 
But  what  avail?  fmce  they 

No  eafe  can  bring  to  me, 
ÎSor  my  love,  to  her  difcloie. 

Who  has  power  to  fet  me  iicc^ 
The  little  birds  that  perch 

Upon  yon  nodding  bough, 
Their  tender  throats  do  itretch, 

A  fyrapathy  to  flionu 
The  winds  when  Î  complain, 

Altho'  they  iigh  like  me. 
They  ne'er  redrefs  my  pain  ^ 

^Wiiete  &iz]l  I  piticid  bei 


Heaven, 
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Heaven,  will  you  not  contrive 

Some  wiiy  to  cafe  my  care, 
And  make  thofe  fighs  to  thrive, 

That  they  may  reach  her  ear  ? 
If  further  than  by  thofe, 

I  may  yet  dare  to  try, 
My  love  to  her  difclofo, 
Since  I'd  for  the  favour  die. 


rUE   FORSAKEN  MAID. 
Tune,  Tweed- ficJff, 

FOND  echo,  forbear  thy  light  ftrain. 
And  heedfully  hear  a  loft  maid, 
Go  tell  the  faife  ear  of  the  fwain, 

How  deeply  his  vows  have  betray'd; 
Go,  tell  him  what  forrows  I  bear. 

See  yet,  if  bis  heart  feels  ray  woe; 
*Tis  now  he  muil  heal  my  defpair. 
Or  death  will  make  pity  too  flow, 


THE   POWER   OF  BEAUTY, 

Tune,  Strephûiî's  eomptaînt, 

WHEN  beauty  does  her  power  purfue. 
What  can't  a  charming  woman  do--? 
All,  all  muil  ftruggle  and  come  to. 
When  beauty  does  her  power  purfue  j 
"What  can't  a  charming  woman  do? 

She  makes  the  foldier  quit  his  rage. 
She  makes  the  fvvord  quite  loic  its  age  % 
Aii,  all  muft  flrugglc,  &c 

X  2  She 
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^he  makes  the  ílatefmen  Jook  like  fooî?^ 
Sbe  makes  the  ftudents  flight  their  fchoolsj 
Í5lie  makes  the  greateft  prince  her  flave, 
Tijs  ilout,  the  bold,  the  young,  the  brave. 

By  Mr.  WiL.  Walc». 

CELIA,  too  late,  you  wou*"d  repent  ; 
The  offering  all  your  rtore. 
Is  now  but  like  a  pardon  fent. 
To  one  that's  deaá  before. 

While  at  the  firft  you  cruel  prov'tT^ 

Now  grant  the  blifs  too  late, 
You  hinder'd  me  of  one  I  lov'd^ 

To  give  me  one  I  hate. 

I  thought  you  innocent  as  fair, 

When  firft  my  court  I  made  ; 
But  when  your  faifchoods  plain  appcarM> 

My  love  no  longer  ftaid. 

Your  bounty  of  thefe  favours  rtK)\rn> 

Whofe  worth  you  flrft  deface, 
Is  melting  vaiuM  medals  down,, 

And  giving  us  the  brais. 

O  !  iince  the  thing  we  beg^s  a  toy,^ 

That's  priz'd  by  love  alone, 
Why  cannot  women  grant  the  joy» 

Before  our  love  is  gone  ? 

By  Mr.  Lëveridge. 

ACCEPT,  Maria,  of  a  lieart. 
Which,  'till  this  fatal  hour. 
Ne'er  felt  the  (mart  of  beauty's  darts. 
Nor  love's  almighty  power. 

Tfeis 
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This  virgin  heart,  which  you  aion« 

Could  by  your  charms  furprife, 
In  right  of  conqueft  is  your  own. 

And  at  your  mercy  lyes. 
Nor  can  I  fear  you  will  defpife^ 

Or  triumph  o'er  th'  oppreft. 
Silice  pity  glitters  in  your  eyes, 

And  goodnefs  rules  your  bread. 


From   HORACE: 

THE  appointed  hour  of  promis'd  blifs» 
The  pl-eaiing  whifper  in  the  dark. 
The  half  unwiUÍBg  willing  kifs, 

The  fmile  that  guides  us  to  the  mark  ; 
"When  the  fond  nymph  does  ihynefs  feign,  '  ' 

And  hides  but  to  be  found  again, 
Tliçfe,  tliefe  are  joys,  the  gods  for  youth  ordain^ 

THE    SLIGHTED    LO'/ER. 

HOW  vain  and  falie  a  woman  is, 
Is  every  day  perceiv'd  ; 
Yet  fuch  the  Inchantments  of  the  fair. 
And  men  fuch  filly  ideots  are, 

They  daily  are  believ'd. 
Fi'cquent  examples  fure  might  ierve. 

To  ke?p  us  in  our  icnfe, 
Ikit  hell,  and  they  fuch  trains  havelaidj^ 
That  we  can  ne'er  be  wifer  nmde, 

But  at  our  own  expenfe, 
I  wiftî  unhappinefs  on  all. 

Who  whiningly  perplex 
Themfelves  hereafter  on  that  (core,. 
And  may  each  man  be  damn'd,  that's  more^ 

Thai  ever  truiU  the  fex.  VVIfAT 
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WHAT  pain,  Corinna,  he  endures, 
Who  would  thy  pow'r  withilanti  f 
Thy  voice  inchants,  thy  wit  allures^. 

And  fparkling  eyes  command.. 
AU  Tacred  ties,  all  former  loves, 

Thy  conquering^ir  repells. 
As  fome  prevalent  charm  removes 

The  force  of  weaker  ipelis. 
The  nymphs,  now  unregarded,  grieve 

To  find  they  tempt  in  vain  ; 
And  curfe  thofe  beauties  which  bere^vç^^  ,y  '.j-r'-if'  T 

The  heart  of  every  fwain. 

ifo  longer  then  difpute  the  prize, 

Your  time  and  trouble  fpare  ; 
"ivho  hears  that  voice,  ami  fees  thoie  eye 5^ 

Js  fixt  for  ever  here,  ^' 


FAIR  ones,  while  yout  beauty's  blooming, 
Ufe  your  time,  ieaft  age  refuming, 
What  your  youth  profufel]^  lends, 
You're  depriv'd  of  all  your  glories, 
And  condemn'd  to  tell  old  ftories 
To  your  unbelieving  friends. 


0  D  E  on  ihe  Longitude,  fet  to.  MuJJc  by  Dean  Swift- 

Reg  IT  AT  I  va. 
'T['^HE  longitude  mift  on, 
Jl         By  wicked  Will  VVhiiîon,  ' 

And  not  better  hit  on 
By  good  Mr.  Dittoa» 
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RïTORNELLO. 

So  Ditton  and  Whifton  may  both  be  bep-íl  on. 
And  Whifton  and  Ditton  may  both  be  bcih-t  on^ 
Sing  Whifton  be  p -ft  on, 
And  Ditton  be  fil-t  on, 

Sing  Ditton  and  Whifton,  and  Whifton  and  Ditto», 
Be  fti-t  on,  be  p-ft  on,   be  p-ft  on  and  be  ih-t  on. 

Da  Capo» 


HOW  welcome,  my  fheperd,  how  welcome  to  i^é^ 
Is  every  occafion  of  meeting  with  thee  j     ' 
But  when  thou  art  abient,  how  joylefs  am  I,  ^^ 

IVIe  thinks  I  contented,  could  fit  down  and  die  : 
The  oftner  I  fee  you,  the  more  I  approve 
The  choice  I  have  made,  and.  am  fix'd  in  my  love  y 
For  merit,  like  yours,  ftill  brighter  i-s  ihown, 
And  more  mail  be  valued,  the  more  it  is  known. 
To  live  in  a  cottage  with  thee  I  would  chafe, 
And  crowns,  for  thy  fake,  I  would  gladly  refufe; 
.î^ot  all  the  vaft  treafure  of  wealthy  Peru, 
To-  me  would  feem  precious,  if  baianc'd  with  youî 
For  all  my  ambition  to  thee  is  confin'd» 
And  nothing  would  pleaie,  if  thou  were  unkind  %, 
Then  faithfully  love  me,  and  happier  Til  be, 
Than  plac'd  on  a  throne,  to  reign  without  thee, 


Venus  to  Marr,  in  Mr.  Dryden^s  fecular  maf^ue 

CALMS  appear  when  ftorma  are  paft, 
Love  wilt  have  his  hour  at  iaft  ; 
Nature  is  my  kindly  care. 
Mars  deftroys,  and  J  repair, 

Take 
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Take  me,  take  me,  while  you  may, 
Venus  comes  not  every  day, 
Take  me,  &c. 


Momus  to  Mars,  in  Mr.  Dry  den's  fecular  mafquc* 

THY"  fvvord  within  the  fcabbard  keep. 
And  let  mankind  agree  ; 
Better  the  world  were  faft  afleep, 

Than  kept  awake  by  thee. 
The  fools  are  only  thinner,  with  all  our  coil  and  care,- 
Bitt  neither  fide  a  winner,  for  things  are  as  they  were 
The  fools,  Sec. 


NEAR  Thames  green  banks,! love-lorn  nymph  rg- 
clin'd,  ^ 
Thus  tax'd  her  Thyiiis,  various  as  the  wind  ; 
Halt  thou,   perfidious  youth,  thy  oath  forgot? 
"  And  muft  the  mournful  widow  be  my  lot  ? 
And  mull:,  &c. 

Since  thou  (contemning  gods)  thy  vows  haft  broke. 
Thus  play'd  with  love,  and  made  my  famt  thy  jok«,. 
A  dire  revenge  on  thee  Inow  have  chofe. 
For  foon  thofe  waves  fliall  end  my  life  and  woes. 
Thus  faid,    fhe  haitcd  to  th-e  founding  flood. 
And,  fliudd'ring,  o'er  its  fiow^ry  margin  itood, 
Tlie  tear  ofangulfh  ftarting  in  her  eye, 
Refolv'd  to  plunge,  ihe  vents  a  difmal  iigh» 
But,  in  his  terrors,  whilit  grim  death  appears, 
She  cries,   (her  wav'ritig  mind  o'erfprcad  with  ícars,) 
'Tis  madnefs  all,  'tis  madnefs  all,  I'll  fly  back  to  the 

plains  ; 
I've  but  one  life,  and  there's  a  choice  of  fwains. 

There 
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THERE  was  a  wife  won'd  in  a  glen, 
And  flae  had  dochters  nine  or  ten. 
That  fought  the  houfe  baith  but  and  bea 
To  tind  their  mam  a  fniihing. 
The  au  Id  wife  beyont  the  fire. 
The  au  Id  wife  anieft  the  fire» 
The  auld  wife  aboon  the  fire. 
She  died  for  lack  of  fniihing.. 

Her  mill  into  fome  hoie  had  fawn, 
"Whatraeks,  quo'  (he,  let  it  be  gawn. 
For  I  maun  hae  a  young  goodman 

Shall  furniih  me  with  fniihing. 
Her  eldeft  dochter  faid  right  bauld, 
Fy,  mother,  mind  that  now  ye're  auld. 
And  if  you  with  a  yonker  wald» 

He'll  wafte  away  your  fniihing» 

The  youngeft  dochter  ga'e  a  ihout-, 
O  mother  dear  !  your  teeth's  a'  ou^ 
Befides,  haff  blind,  ye  hae  the  gout, 

Your  mill  can  had  nae  fnifhingw. 
Ye  lied,  ye  limnaers,  cries  auld  mump, 
For  I  hae  baith  a  tooth  and  ftump^ 
And  will  nae  langer  live  in  dump. 

By  wanting  of  my  fniihing. 

Thole  ye,  fays  Peg,  that  pauky  ilut, 
Mother,  if  you  can  crack  a  nut. 
Then  we  will  a'  confent  to  it. 
That  you  ihall  have  a  fniiliing. 

The  auld  ane  did  agree  to  that. 
And  they  a  piílol-buUet  gat  ; 

She 

Note.  Snilhing,  in  its  literal  meaning,  is  (huff  made  of  to- 
bacco ;  but  in  this  fong  it  meaRs  fometimâs  con-^ 
«ntmeatj  a  husband,  love,  money,  &c. 
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Sbe  powerfully  began  to  crack, 

To  won  herfel  a  iiiilhing. 
Bra'  fport  it  was  to  fee  her  cliow't, 
And  'tween  her  gums  fae  fqueez  and  row't. 
While  frae  her  jaws  the  ilaver  flow'd. 

And  ay  ihe  curil  poor  ftumpy. 

At  lafl:  Ihe  gae  a  de fperate  fqueez, 
Which  brak  the  lang  tooth  by  the  neez  ; 
And  fyne  poor  ilumpy  was  at  eafe, 

But  (he  tint  hopes  of  fniiliing. 
S!ie  of  the  task  began  to  tire, 
And  frae  her  dochters  did  retire, 
Syne  lean'd  her  down  ayont  the  fire 

And  dyed  for  lack  of  fnifliing. 
Ye  auld  wives,  notice  well  this  truth, 
Aflbon  as  ye're  pail  mark  of  mouth, 
Ne'er  do  what's  only  fit  for  youth. 
And  leave  afF  thoughts  of  fniihing  t 
Elfe  like  this  wife  beyont  the  fire^ 
Yo'r  bairns  againft  you  will  conipirc  j 
Nor  will  ye  get,  unlefs  ye  hire, 
A  young  man  with  your  fniihing. 


Tune,  Jocky  bljth  and  gay, 

SWIFT,  Sandy,  Young  and  Gay, 
Are  ftill  my  heart's  delight, 
I  fing  their  fangs  by  day, 
And  read  their  tales  at  night. 

If  frae  their  books  I  be,  ":■ 

'Tis  dulnefs  then  with  me  : 

But,  when  thefe  ilars  appear, 

jokes,  fmiies,  and  wit  Ihine  clear.  Swift 
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Swift  wilb  uncommon  ilile, 

And  wit  that  flows  with  eaÎè, 
ïnftruâs  us  with  a  fmile, 
And  never  fails  to  pleafe. 
Blight  Sandy  greatly  fings 
of  heroes,  gods,  and  k'mgs  s 
He  well  deferves  the  bays. 
And  ev'ry  Briton's  praife. 

Awhile  thus  our  Homer  (liines  ; 
Young,  with  Horatian  flame. 
Corrects  thefe  falfe  defigns 
We  pufh  in  love  of  fame. 
Blyth  Gay,  in  pawky  {trains. 
Makes  villains,  clowns  and  fwains 
Reprove,  with  biting  leer, 
Thofe  in  a  higher  fphere. 

Swift,  Sandy,  Young  and  Gay, 

Long  may  you  give  delight  ; 
Let  all  the  dunces  bray, 

You're  far  above  their  fpite  : 
Such,    from  a  malice  ibur, 
Write  nonfenfe,  lame  and  poor, 
Which  never  can  fucceed, 
For,  who  the  traili  will  read  ? 


FAREWELL  to  Lochaber,  and  farewell,  my  Jean, 
Where  heartfome  with  thee  I  have  many  day  been  : 
î'or  Lochaber  no  more,  Lochaber  no  more. 
We'll  may  be  return  to  Lochaber  no  more. 
Thefe  tears  that  I  filed,   they  are  a'  for  my  dear. 
And  no  for  the  dangers  attending  on  walr  ; 
Tho'  bore  on  rough  fcas  to  a  far  bloody  ihprc, 
JJay  be  to  return  tu  Lochaber  no  more. 

The' 
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Tho'  hurricanes  rife,  and  raiie  ev'ry  wind. 
They'll  ne'er  make  a  tempeft  like  that  in  my  mmd, 
Tho'  loudeft  of  thunder  on  louder  waves  roar,        '^■ 
That's  naething  like  leaving  my  love  on  the  ihore; 
To  leave  thee  behind  me,  my  heart  is  fair  pain'dif 
By  cafe  that's  inglorio-ns,  no  fame  can  be  gain'd-. 
And  beauty  and  love's  the  reward  of  the  brave. 
And  I  muil  deferve  it  before  I  can  crave. 

Then  glory,  my  Jeany,  maun  plead  my  excuie. 
Since  honour  commands  me,  how  can  I  refuie  ? 
Without  it  I  ne'er  can  have  merit  for  th^e. 
And  without  thy  favour  I'd  better  not  be- 
Î  gae  then,  my  lafs,  to  win  honour  and  fame. 
And  if  I  ihould  luck  to  come  glorioufly  hame, 
I'll  bring  a  heart  to  thee  with  love  running  o'er, 
And  then  I'll  leave  thee  and  Lochaber  no  more. 


LATE  in  an  evening  forth  I  went, 
A  little  before  the  fun  gade  down, 
And  there  I  chanc'd,  by  accident. 

To  light  on  a  battle  new  begun. 
A  man  and  his  wife  was  fawn  in  a  ilrife, 

I  canna  weel  ieil  ye  how  it  began  : 
But  ay  flie  wail'd  her  wretched  life, 

And  cry'd  ever,Alake  my  auld  goodman. 

He.  Thy  auld  goodman  that  thou  tells  g^ 

Tlie  country  kens  where  he  was  born, 
Was  but  a  filly  poor  vagabond, 

AerÍ  ilka  ane  leugh  him  to  icorn; 
For  he  did  fpend,  and  make  an  end 

Of  gear  that  his  forefathers  wan, 
He  gart  the  poor  iland  frae  the  door; 

Sae  teJi  nae  me  of  thy  auld  goodman.  She, 


Sh£.  Mylieaft,  alake,  is  like  to  break. 

When  I  think  on  ray  winfome  John, 
His  blinkan  eye,  and  gait  fae  free, 

Was  naithing  like  thee,  thou  dofend  drone. 
His  rofy  face,  and  ilaxen  hair, 

And  a  skiji  as  white  as  ony  fwan. 
Was  large  and  tall,  and  comely  witha!, 

And  thou'lt  ne'er  be  like  my  auld  goodman. 

He.  Why  doft  thou  pleen  ?  I  thee  maintain. 
For  meal  and  mawt  thou  difna  want; 

But  thy  wild  bees  I  canna  pleafe, 

Now  when  our  gear  *gins  to  grow  fcant  ; 

Of  houihold-ftuffthou  haft  enough, 
Thou  wants  for  neither  pot 'nor  pan  ; 

Of  iicklike  ware  he  left  thee  bare, 
.    Sae  tell  nae  mair  of  thy  add^oodiran. 

:She..   Yes  I  may  tdl,  and  fret  my  fell. 

To  think  on  thefe  blythdays  I  had, 
%Vhen  he  and  I  together  lay 

In  arms  into  a  well-made  bed  : 
But  now  I  figh  and  may  be  fad. 

Thy  courage  is  cauld,  thy  colour  wan. 
Thou  falds  thy  feet,  and  fa's  afleep, 

And  thoult  ne'er  be  Jike  my  auld  goodman. 
Then  coming  was  the  night  fae  dark. 

And  gane  was  a'  the  light  of  day  : 
The  carle  was  fear'd  to  mifs  his  mark. 

And  therefore  wad  nae  "langer  ilay  ; 
Then  up  he  gat,  and  ran  away, 

I  trow  the  wife  the  day  fiie  wan. 
And  ay  the  o'erturn  of  the  fray 

Was  ever,  alake  my  auld  goodman. 

Vol.  il  Y  Sj 
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By  Mr,  Cheek. 
Tune,  1  fix'd  my  fancy  on  her. 

BRIGHT  Cynthia's  power  divinely  great^ 
What  heart  is  not  obeying  ? 
A  thoufand  CUpids  on  her  wait. 

And  in  her  eyes  are  playing. 
She  feems  the  queen  of  love  to  reign  s 

For  flie  alone  difpenfes 
Such  fweets  as  bed  can  entertain 

The  gufi:  of  all  the  fenfes.     , 
Her  face  a  charming  profpeil  brings^ 

Her  breath  gives  balmy  bliíTes,     ;    ^ 
Î  hear  an  angel  when  ihe  lings,    ,       ., 

And  tafte  of  heaven  in  kiifes  : 
Four  fenfes  thus  fiiefeaft.  with  joy^ 

From  -nature's  richeft  treafure  ; 
Let  me  the  other  icu^e  employ, 

And  I  Ihall  die  with  pleafure. 


By  Mr.  W.  Walch. 

YES,  ail  the  world  will  fnre  agree. 
He  who's  fecur'd  of  having  thee. 

Will  be  entirely  bleft; 
But  'twere  in  me  too  great  a  wrong, 
To  rojake  one,  who  has  been  io  long 

My  queen,  my  flave  at  hft. 
Nor  ought  thefe  things  to  be  confin'd, 
That  were  for  publick  good  defign'd  : 

Cou'd  we,  in  fooliih  pride, 
Make  the  fun  always  with  us  ilay, 
^Twou'd  burn  our  corn  and  grafs  away, 
'   And  ilarve  the  world  belide. 


(  ^9s  y 

Let  not  the  thoughts  of  parting  fright 
Two  ibuls  which  pafli^n  does  unite  ;. 

For  whilç  our  love  does  laft, 
Neither  will  ftrive  to  go  away, 
And  why  the  devii  ihould  we  ftay. 

When  once  that  love  is  pail  ? 


By  Mr,  Thfosali>. 

ON  a  bank  of  flowers,  in  a  fumracr  day. 
Inviting  and  und^eft, 
In  her  bloom  of  youth,  fair  Gelia  lay. 

With  love  and  fleep  oppreft  : 
When  a  youthful  fwaîn,  with  admiring  eyes» 
WHh'^d  that  he  durft  the  fair  maid  furpriic  ; 

With  a  fa,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  k. 
But  fear'd  approaching  fpics. 
As  he  gazM,  a  gentle  breeze  aroÎè, 

That  fann'd  her  robes  afide  ; 
And  the  fleepii-rg  nymph  did  thoie  charms  dÍfcI'oíSF^ 

Which  waking  ihe  would  hide  ; 
Then  his  breath  grew  ihort,  and  his  pulfe  beat  hígl^ 
He  longM  to  touch  what  he  chanc'd  to  fpy  j 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 
But  durfl:  not  ftill  draw  nigh. 

All  amaz'd,  he  ftood,  with  her  beauties  fir'd^ 

And  bleft  the  courteous  wind  ; 
Then  in  whifpers  ÍJgh'd,  and  the  gods  defir'd. 

That  Celia  might  be  kind  :' 
When,  with  hope  grown  bold,  he  advanc'd  amain  f 
But  fhe  laugh'd  aloud  in  a  dream,  and  again, 

With  a  fa,  la,  &c. 
Repell'd.  the  timerous  fwairi^. 

Ys.  .  Yet 
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Yet  the  am'rous  youth,  to  relieve  his  pain, 

The  ilumb'ring  maid  carefs'd  ; 
Atid  with  trembHng  hand,  (O  the  fîmple  fwaln  l^ 

Her  glowing  boibm  prefs'd  : 
When  the  virgin  wak'd,  and  affrighted  flesv, 
Yet  look'd  as  wiihing  he  vvou'd  puifue  t 

With  a  fâ,  la,  &c. 
But  Damon  mifsM  his  cite. 
Now  repenting  that  he  had  let  her  fiy» 

Himfelf  he  thus  accus'd, 
What  a  dull  and  a  ílupid  fool  was  I, 

That  fuch  a  chance  abus'd? 
To  my  ihame  'twill  now  on  the  plain  be  faicK 
Damon  a  virgin  a-ileep  betray'd, 

With  a  fa,  la,  &:c. 
Vet  let  her  go  a  maid.. 


By  Mr.  Leveridge. 
t*  A<Sî".  nr^H'E  play  of  love  is  now  begun, 

X.     And  thus  the  adions  do  go  oa| 
Strephon-,  enamoured,  coarts  the  fair, 
She  hears-  him  with  a  carelefs  air, 
And  fmiles  to  find  him  in  love's  íhare. 

2.  The  ail  tune  play'd,  tiiey  met  again^ 
Here  pity  moves  ber  for  his  pain. 
Which  Ihe  evades  with  fome  pretence,. 
And  thinks  ííie  may  with  love  difpeniè. 
But  pants  to  hear  a  man  of  ienfe. 

5.  The  third  approach'  her  lover  makes^ 
She  colours  Uj3  whene'er  he  fpeaks  ; 
.But  with  feign 'd  lliglits  flie  puts  him  by> 
And  faintly  cries,  (lie  can't  comply, 
Aitho'  ilie  gives  her  heart  the- lie»  4.  Now 


C      2f7     > 

4.  Now  the  plot  riies,  he  feems  il)}% 
As  if  ibme  other  fair  hcM  try  : 

At  which  fhe  fweJis  with  fpleen  and  itar,. 
Leí^  fome  more  wife  his  love  ihou'd  ih^re». 
Which  yet  no  woman  e'er  cou'd  bear. 

5.  The  laft  ail  now  is  wrought  fo  Iiigb». 
That  thus  it  crowns  the  {over's  joy  j. 
She  does  no  more  his  paiTion  ill  an, 

He  ftrait  into  her  arms  does  run  ^ 
The  cuitain  falls,  the  play  is  done. 


By  J.  Dryden. 

A  Quire  of  bright  beauties  in  fpringdid  appear^. 
To  chtafe  a  May-lady  to  govern  the  year  ; 
All  the  nymphs  were  in  white,  and  the  fiiepherdsingreei^: 
The  garland  was  given,  and  Philiis  was  qu€en  i. 
ButPhillis  refas'd  it,  and  iighing  did  fay, 
V\\  not  wear  a  garland  while  Pan  is  away. 
While  Pan  and  fiir  Syrinx  are  fed  from  die  flrore^ 
The  graces  are  baniOi'd,  and  love  is  no  more  î 
The  foft  god  of  pleafure,  that  warm'd  our  deíires^ 
Has  broken  his  bow,  aiid  extinguiih'd  his  fires  ; 
And  vows  that  himfelf  and  his  mother  will  raourn^, 
Till  Pan  and  fair  Syrinx  in  triumph  returnv 

Forbear  your  addreíFes,  and  court  us  no  more  j. 
For  we  will  perform  what  the  deity  fwore  r 
But  if  you  dare  think  ofdeferving  our  charms, 
Away  with  your  Pneep-hcoks,, and  take  to  your  apms  :• 
Then  laurels  and  myrtles-  your  brows  ibail  adoj-^,, 
When  Pan.aad  fait  S'yrinx  ia  trlum|>hi  return.. 

%%  mm 


<      4í8     > 

MAY  tlie.  ambitious  ever  find 
Succefs  m  crowds  and  noiie, 
While  gentle  love  does  fill  my  mind 
"With  filent  real  joys. 

May  knaves  and  fools  grow  rich  and  greaV 
And  all  the  world  think  them  wife,. 

While  I  ]y  at  my  Nanny's  feet,. 
And  ail  the  world  defpiie. 

Let  conquering  kings  new  triumphs  raifë,. 
•    And  melt  in  court  delights  : 
Her  eyes  can  give  much  brighter  days. 
Her  arms  much  fofter  nights. 


o 


LASSIE,  lead  me  your  braw  kemp  heckle,  ^ 

And  I'll  lend  you  my  thriphng  kame,  '\' 

i'or  fainnefs,  deary,  I'll  gar  ye  keckle^- 

If  ye'il   go  dance  the  Bob  of  Dumhiane. 
Hafie  ye,  gang  to  the  ground  of  ye'r  trunkieSj 

Busk  ye  braw,  and  dinna  think  ifcame  ; 
ConiiJer  in  time,  if  leading  of  monkies 

Be.  better  than  dancing  the  Bob  of  Dumblane* 
Be  frank,  my  laflle,  left  I  grow  fickle,. 

And  take  my  word  and  offer  again, 
Syne  ye  may  chance  to  repent  it  mickle, 

Ye  did  nae  accept  of  the  Btobof  Dumhiane^  j 

The  dinner,  the  piper  and  prieft  (hall  be  ready^  X 

For  I'm  grown  dowy  wi'  lying  my  lane,  H 

Away  thea  leave  baith  minny  and  dady,  :;A 

And  try  with  mo  t^ie  Bob  of  Dambiane^  'a 


c  ^^9  y 

TURN,  Sophia,  turn  away 
Thofe  charming  kiHing  eycs^ 
They  lead  my  wandering  Iveart  aftrayj 

And  all  my  fenfe  furprife» 
Upon  that  lovely  angel  face 

Who  can.  gaze,  and  not  admire, 
"Who,  that  face,  that  air,  that  grace, 
Can  once  behold,  and  not  deiire? 


ON  thy  banks,  gentle  Stour,  when  I  breathed  the 
foft  flute, 
To  Chloe's  fweet  accents,  attention  iat  mute. 
To  her  voice^  with  what  tranfport,  1  fweli'd  tlie  How 

ftrain. 
Or  return'd  dying  meafures  in  echoes  again  ; 
Xittle  Cupid  beat  rime,  and  the  grates  around, 
Taught  with  even  diviiions  to  vary  the  found. 
Taught  with,  &ç. 

From  my  Chloe  remov'd,  when  I  bid  it  com  plains 
And  warble  fmooth  numbers  to  footh  love's  fick  pairr^ 
How  much  alter'd  it  feeras,  as  the  riimg  notes  flow,.. 
And  the  £»ft  falling  ftrains  how  infipidly  flow  : 
I  will  play  then  no  more,  for  'tis  her  voice  alone 
Muil  enrapture  my  foul  to-  enliven  its  tone. 


LONG  With  utidiílinguiíh'd  flame, 
I  lovM  each  fair,  each  witty  dame;;. 
My  heart  the  belle  aifembly  gaia'd 
And  all  an  equal  fway  maintain'd. 
But,  when  you  came,  you  ftood  confeíÍ, 
Sole  fttkana  of  my  breail  î 

fût 


(     í<5q    > 

For  you  ecîipsM  (iupremely  fair,) 
All  the  vail  feragiio  there. 

In  this,  her  mein,  in  that,  her  grace, 
In  a  third,  I  lov'd  a  face; 
But  you,  in  ev'ry  feature,  ihine 
Univerfally  divine. 

What  can  thofe  fnow-white  breafts  excels, 
Bo  they  fink,  or  do  they  fv/ell  ; 
While  thofe  lovely  wanton  eyes, 
Sparkling  meet  them  as  they  rife. 

"When  to  fweet  founds,  your  ileps  yon  fuitj 
And  wave  the  minuet  to  the  lute, 
Heaven  !  how  ihe  glides  !  her  neck,  her  cheilj, 
©oes  ihe  move,  or  does  ihe  reil  î 

As  thoie  Roguiili  eyes  advance. 
Let  me  catch  their  fide  long  glance 
Soon,  or  they'll  elude  iny  fight. 
Quick  as  light'ning,  and  as  bright. 

Thus  the  baihful  Pleiad  peeps. 
Charms  a  moment,  and  retreats; 
Then  peeps  again,  then  fculks  uníéc% 
Veil'd  behind  the  azure  icreen. 

î.ike  the  ever  toying  dove,. 
Smile  immenfity  of  love, 
3e  Venus  in  each  outward  part. 
And  wear  the  veilal  in  your  heart. 

When  I  ask, a  kifs  or  fo, 
€rant  it  with  a  begging  no, 
Let  each  rofe  that  decks  your  facC" 
BJaih  aíFent^  to  my  embrace. 


(      2^í      ) 

COLIN  ta  AMARY'LL. 

THEE,  I  Jove,  fweet  Amaryll, 
More  than  goat  the  funny-hillj. 
More  than  doe  its  tender  fawn. 
More  than  lambkin  does  the  lawn. 
More  than  turtle  does  the  wood. 
More  than  hen  its  chilly  brood-. 
More  than  fwailow  loves  to  ^y. 
More  than  cuckow  does  to  cry. 
More  than  daify  does  the  rnead'^ 
More  than  Colin's  flock  to  feed, 
More  than  whitefoot  does  to  barít^ 
More  than  tow'ring  does  the  lark». 
More  than  rofes  love  their  red, 
More  than  banks  a  vi'let  bed,. 
More  than  lilly  loves  its  white. 
More  than  whoot-owl  does  the  night, 
More  thi^n  reynard  loves-  my  geefe^ 
More  than  wolf  my  flock  to  fleece; 
More  than  ant  its  winter  ftore, 
More  than  fwain  e're  lov'd  before. 
More  than  fquirrel  loves  the  hill, 
More  than  ihepherd's  tongue  can  telí^ 
Or  mind  can  think,  or  eye  can  fee. 
E'en  more  than  all  things  I  love  thee. 


Tiine,  Bhii\  blow,  thou  JVmter  fflrJ. 

GO,  go,  falfe  woman,  go, 
Thou  to  thy  coft  flialt  know 
How  vain  is  all  thy  piide: 
Soon,  like  the  fi-owers  of  May, 
*rhy  charms  fliall  droop  away, 
Aad  I  thy  power  deride» 


■;;íí! 


(      2í;2      >  "  1 

Quit,  quit  thy  arts,  for  ihame, 
On  honour  build  thy  fame, 

Nor  truth  m  love  difdain; 
For  know,  proud  haughty  maid. 
Such  triumphs  are  repaid, 

With  piercing  grief  and  pain. 


Anfwered  by  a  young  LADT» 

GO    cruel  falie  one,  go. 
Thy  fighs  and  tears  ihall  íhQW, 

How  vain  are  ail  thy  arts, 
Serv'd  juftly,  and  in  kind, 
1Í0  mercy  (halt  thou  find,. 

For  tricking  female  hearts. 
Thy  praélices  give  o'er, 
And  play  the  knave  no  more, 

But  fallow  native  trutl>, 
*Tis  this  alone  has  charms,. 
*Tis  truth  fecures  f^om  harms. 

And  beil  adorns  our  youth. 


Tune,  Tweed'Sid^, 

TTTHAT's  the  fpring,  breathing  violet  or  roic, 
^^        What's  the  fummer,  with  alt  its  gay  train, 
Or  the  plenty  of  autumn  to  thofe, 
Who  have  barter'd  their  freedom  for  gain  ? 
Then  let  love  of  our  king's  legal  right, 
To  the  love  of  our  country  fucceed, 
And  let  friendfhip  and  honour  unite, 
Andflouriih  on  both  fides  of  Tweecî. 

No 


(     2^3     ) 

No  fweetnefs  tbe  fenies  can  chear, 
That  corruption  and  bribery  bind  ; 

Mo  brightnefs  the  gloom  ever  clear, 
For  iionour's  the  fun  of  the  mind» 

Let  virtue  diftingnifli  the  brave, 

Place  riches  in  lower  degree  ; 
Think  him  pooreft  who  dares  be  a  ilave. 

And  him  richeil  who  dares  to  be  free. 

Let  us  think  how  our  anéeftors  rofe. 
Let  us  think  how  our  anceilors  fell, 

'Tis  the  rights  they  defended,  'tis  thoÎè 
They  bought  with  their  blood, that  we  fell. 

Then  let,  &c. 


Bj>  D4r.  Prior. 

AS  after  noon,  one  fummer's' day, 
Venus  ftood  bathing  in  a  river, 
Cupid  a  fnooting  went  that  way. 

New  ftrung  his  bow,  andfili'd  his  quiver; 
With  skill  he  choie  hialharpelt  dart, 

With  all  his  might  his  bow  he  drew. 
Swift  to  his  beauteous  parent's  heart 
The  too  well  guided  arrow  flew. 

I  faint  !  I  die  !  the  goddefs  cry'd  : 

0  cruel!  cou'dft  tliou  find  none  other 
To  wreck  thy  fpicen  on  ?  parricide. 

Like  Nero,  thou  haft  flain  thy  mother  ! 
poor  Cupid,  fobbing,  fcarce  cou'd  fpeak  ; 

Indeed,  mamma,  I  did  not  know  ye  ; 
Alas  S  how  eafy  the  miftake, 

1  took  you  for  your  lilienefs  Chioe. 

THE 


(      2^4      ) 

THE  DESPAIRING  LOVER. 

O  LOVE  !  what  cruel  pangs  are  theÎê, 
The  cold  eíFe<ít  of  warm  deilres; 
Whoie  agonizing  tortures  freeze, 

Tho'  iprung  from  your  prevailing  eyes; 
Her  abfence  gave  exceeding  pain, 

But,  when  from  that  I  hop'd  relief, 
You  íHIl  refolv'd  I  ihould  complain. 

And  jealoufy  augments  ray  grief. 
Too  bitter  is  the  lover's  pait, 

When  fever'ii  from  his  fair  one's  eyes  ; 
But  if  lie's  .banifh'd  from  her  heart, 

;Siabb'd  with  delpair,  at  once  he  dks» 


From  DO  N  QJJIXOf. 

I  DIE  your  vidim,  cruel  fair. 
And  die  without  reprive .; 
If  you  can  think  your  ilave  can  hear 
Your  criieky  and  live- 

Since  all  my  hopes  of  eafe  are  vain. 

To  die  Inow  fubmit; 
And,  that  you  may  not  think  I  feign. 

It  muft  be  at  yoar  feet. 

Yet  wlien  my  bleeding  heart  you  view. 

Bright  nymph,  forbear  to  grieve  ; 
For  I  had  rather  die  for  you. 

Than  for  another  >ii-ve, 

Bi  death  and  dark  o1>Kvion''s  grave, 

Oh  1  let  me  ly  forlorn  ; 
yor  my  poor  ghoft  wou*d  pine  and  rave^ 

Shou'd  you  reieiat  and  ínourn.  THF. 


(    i6s    ) 

Tune,  the  man  that  is  drunk,  &c. 

TfîE  man  tliat's  contented  is  void  of  all  care, 
And  tow'rs  far  above  the  ilav'ry  of  fear, 
A  mind  that's  ferene,  and  a  body  in  health, 
Gives  him  all  the  pleafures  and  grandeur  of  wealth. 
i>aft  day  I  went  out  with  a  heart  full  of  joy, 
Which  nothing  but  vice  or  iliarp  pain  cou'd  annoy  ; 
Thefirft  that  I  met  was  a  mifer,  whofe  gloom 
Show'd  a  foul  that  was  muddy,  and  ilraitned  in  room. 
In  Britain's  fair  ifiand  there's  none  to  be  hc.i\^ 
Of  more  fullen,  felfifli  and  fordid  araien  ; 
Regardlefs  of  honour,  a  ilave  to  his  gold, 
Defpis'd  of  the  young,  and  contemn'd  of  the  old. 
The  next  that  I  met  was  a  profiigate  afs, 
Whoie  brains  were  of  cork,  and  his  forehead  of  brais  ; 
By  game,  he  was  galloping  thro'  his  eifate, 
And  mif 'ry  attended  his  fad  finking  ftate. 

O  place  me,  kind  heav'n  !   in  what  ilation  you  pleaic» 
So  ray  body  be  in  health,  and  my  foul  be  at  eafe  ; 
jBy  command  of  my  felf,  independent  and  free, 
Contentment  fliall  ftill  be  a  pleafure'to  me. 

O  ri^ther  in  a  cottage  may  I  be  fed 
With  roots  the  moil  common,  and  coarfefl:  brown 
Than  to  riot  with  luxury,  fopp'ry  and  vice  ;   (bread 
They're  .the  lofs  of  contentment,  too  precious  a  price^ 

Let  rakes  ramble  after  their  harlots  and  wine, 
'Till  with  poxes  and^palfies  their  carcafes  dwine  ; 
Grow  old  while  they're  young,  and  wafted  their  ftor^. 
While  the  vot'xies  of  virtue  are  blyth  at  fourfcore. 

The  thunder  may  roar,  and  hurricanes  make 
The  ocean  to  boil,  and  -the  forrefts  to  ihake  ; 
Thv  lightning  may  flafii,  fend  the  rocks  may  be  rent, 
But  nothing  cajî  JTufde  the  mind  that's  content. 
Vol.  U.  2;  Thi« 
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TWs  world's  well  freighted  witîi  wonders  in  fiorc. 
And  I  Tent  into  it  to  think  and  explore  ; 
And  when  the  due  fummons  ihall  call  me  aw^y, 
Ko  more's  to  be  faid^  but  contented  obey. 

By  Mr.  BoycE. 

ON  his  face  the  vernal  roie, 
Blended  with  the  lilly,  glows  ; 
His  looks  are,  as  the  raven's,  black. 
In  ringlets  waving  down  his  back  : 
His  eyes  with  milder  beauties  beam, 
Than  billing  doves  befide  the  ftream  : 
His  youthful  cheeks  are  beds  of  flow'rs^ 
Enripen'd  by  refrelhing  fliow'rs  : 
His  lips  are  of  the  rofe's  hue, 
Dropping  with  a  fragrant  dew  ; 
Tali  as  the  cedar  he  appears. 
And  ereél  his  form  he  bears  j 
Tail  as,  &c. 


He.T     et  rakes  for  pleafures  range  the  town^ 

I    J  Or  mifers  doat  on  golden  guineas  ; 
l^t  plenty  fmile,  or  fortune  frown. 

The  fweets  of  love  are  mine  and  Jenny's.     ,     j1 
She.  Let  wanton  maids  indulge  defire,         ^'^  ^*^ 

How  foon  the  fleeting  pleafure  gone  is. 
The  joys  of  virtue  never  tire. 

And  fuch  ihall  itill  be  mine  and  Johnny's. 

He  .  Together  let  us  fport  and  play. 

She.  And  live  in  pleafure  where  no  fin  is  j' '^ 
He.  The  prieft  (hail  tie  the  knot  to  day. 

She.  And  wedlock  bands  make  Johnny  Jenny's, 
Both.  Together  let  us,  &c.  He, 
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He  .  Let  roving  fwains  young  hçarts  mvaáe^ 
The  pleafure  ends  in  ihame  andfoMy  5 

So  Willy  woo'd,  and  then  betray 'd 
The  poor  believing  iimple  MoUy. 

She.  So  Lucy  lov'd,  and  lightly  toy'd, 

And  kugh'd  at  harmlefs  maids  who  marry  j 

But  now  ihe  finds  her  Ihepherd  cioy'd, 

And  fliuns,  too  late,  her  faithlefs  Harry. 

He.  By  cooling  itreams  our  flocks  we'll  feed;» 

And  leave  deceit  to  fools  and  ninnies  ; 
Or  fondly  ilray  where  love  ihall  lead, 

And  every  joy  be  mine  and  Jenny's. 
She.  Let  guilt  the  faithlefs  bofom  fright. 

The  confiant  heart  is  always  bonny  ; 
Content  and  peace,  and  fweet  delight. 

And  love  ihall  live  v/ith  me  and  Johnny, 
He.  Together  then  we'll  fport,  &c. 


FLY  no  more,  cruet  fair,  but  be  kind  and  relenting. 
Enough  has  been  ihovvn  of  eo^ntempt  and  difdain  ; 
Tafte  at  length  the  iuperior  delight  of  confenting, 

For  'tis  more  noble  joy  to  give  pleafure  than  pain  • 
Wou'd  you  charm  men  of  fenfe,  and  engage  tb^ir  ad* 
My  Ghloe,  of  pride,as  of  paintinig  beware  ;  (dreiîès. 
For  beauty  coniifts  more  in  minds  than  in  faces, 
And  the  maid's  almoft  «gly,  that  only  is  fair. 


By  Mr.  Pattison. 

UNDERNEATH  a  moify  mountain^ 
Clofe  befide  a  falling  fountain, 
€harr&ing  Amwet  was  laid  ; 

Z2  Wan- 
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Wsnton  Zephyrs  whifper'd  kiiTes^ 
Toying  with  her  flowing  treíTcs, 

When  the  Cghing  virgin  faid  : 
Muft  1  then  for  ever  languiih, 
With  this  foft  confumiiîg  anguiíh  1 

O  the  fadly  pleafîng  pain  I 
Cuilom  forbids  me  to  reveal  it. 
Shame  commands  me  to  conceal  It 

From  my  lovely  iliepherd  fwain*. 
O  thou  fweetly  vocal  water, 
Ceafe  a  harmlefs  maid  to  flatter, 

And  convey  thefe  dying  iighs  î 
Thro'  this  flow'r  enamell'd  valley^. 
To  yon  fair  enchanting  alley. 

Where  a-ileep  my  lover  lyes* 

Florimello  fweetly  dreaming, 
Araoret  confenting,  feeming, 

Wak'd,  and  curfl  the  jilting  ihadèî 
Swift  as  light'ning  thro*  the  buihes, 
Much  enrag'd,  the  ihepherd  ruihes,^ 
.  Finds,  and  ckfps  the  real-  maid; 


Sung  hy  Mr.  Lowe-  and  Mrs»  Stevenforiy.  in  Vauxhall. 

He.  T_J  ASTE,  haile,  Phyllis,  hafifc,  'tis  the  firft^of 

IjL         fweet  May,  /  ''v 

Hark  !  the  goldfpinks  iing,  to  the  woods  let's  away  ; 
We'll  pluck  the  pale  primrofe,  and  ftart  not,  my  dear, 
I've  fome thing  to  whifper  alone  in  your  ear. 

She.  Excufe  me,  fond  ivvain,  it  has  often  beenfaid. 
The  wood  is  unfafe  for  a  maiden  to  tread  ; 
And  a  wither'd  oldgipfy,  one  day  I  efpy'd, 
Bid  rae  ihun  the  thick  wood,  and  iaidfomethingbeCde. 

He. 


Ke.  'Tis  ail  a  mere  fable,  there*is  nothing  to  fríght^ 
There's  muiick  all  day,  and  no  fpeélrcs  at  night  j 
Ko  creature  but  Cupid,  believe  me,  is  there. 
And  Cupid's  an  urchin  you  furely  ean't  fear. 

She.  For  all  I  cou'd  fay,  when  arriv'd  at  the  wooíÍ^ 
Who  knows  your  deiign  ?  you  might  dare  to  be  rud^  ^ 
So  I  bid  yon  farewell  ;  and  confefs  I'm  afraid^ 
Left  Cupid  and  you  be  too  hard  for  a  maid:. 

He.  His  dilates  you  wiiely,  at  once,  iKou'd  approve  J 
For,  pray,  what  is  life  ?  'tis  a  pain,  without  love  ; 
Think  h  'W  youtli,  like  the  rofe,  tho'  tingather'd,  will 

fade  ; 
Then  quickly  comply,  lead  you  die  an  old  maid 

She.  By  language  as  artful,  poor  Daphne  was  won  5: 
Thus  courted,  flie  yielded,  was  trick'd  and  undone  > 
And  rather  than  truft  the  fine  things  you  have  faid. 
Let  my  beauty  decay,  an<i  I  die  anoldmaid» 

He.  Believe  not  I'm  faithlefs,  and  faife  as  the  v/ind^ 
I'll  be  true  as  the  turtle,  as  fond  and  as  kind  ; 
Will  lead  you  to  pleafúres  untafted  before, 
!^  And  make  yoa^  my  bride.    Can  a  mortal  do-  more  ? 

She.  Then  at  oi>ce  I  comply,  for  I  cannot  lay  no  j 
To-morrow  to  church  with  my  ihepherd  I'll  go  ; 
To  the  wood  next,  tho'  Cupid,  ib  talk'd  of,  be  theïCj. 
With  joy  I'll  away,  and  adieu  to  all  fear. 

She,  Ye  nymphs,  to  the  wood  never  venture  tcgo*, 
Till  the  prieft  join  your  hands,  you  muft  íHilanfwer  nov 
He.  Ye  fwains,  ihould  your  fair  ones  be  deaf  to  yoa 

ilill. 
You  muft  wear  the  foft  «hain,  then  they'll  go  whesse 

you  will. 


o 
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By  Mr.  Nat.  Les.  - 

^H!  the  time  that  is  pad, 
When  ihe  held  me  fo  fail:, 
And  declar'd  that  her  honour  no  longer  cou*d  íaííe  | 
Kg  light,  btit  her  knguiihing  eyes  did  appear. 
To  prevent  all  excufcs  of  bluihing  and  feat. 

How  file  íígh'dj,  and  unlac'd. 

With  iuch  trembhng  and  hafte. 
As  if  (he  had  îong'd  to  be  clofer  embraced  ;- 
My  hps  the  fweet  pleafure  of  kiifes  enjoy 'd. 
While  my  hands  were  in  fearch  of  hid  treafure  enií^ 

ploy'd. 

W^ith  my  heart  all  on  fíre^ 

In  the  iiames  s-f  deíire^. 
W? hen  1  boldly  purfu'd  what  ihe  feera'dto  required- 
She  cry'd,  oh  !  for  pity's  fake,  change  your  ill  mind^j; 
Pray,  Arayntas,  be  ei^il,  or  I'll  be  unkind. 

All  your  blifs  you  deftroy. 

Like  s  naked  young  boy,. 
Who  fears  the  kind  river  he  came  to  enjoy  5 
Let's  in,  my  dear  Chloris^  I'll  fa ve  thee  from  harm^ 
And  make  the  cold  element  pleafant  and  warm. 

Dear  Arayntas  !  ihe  cries, 

Then  ihe  caft  down  her  eyes. 
And  with  kiiTes  confeft  what  ihe  faintly  denies  j; 
Too  fure  of  my  conqueil,  I  purpos'd  to  ftày 
^Till  her  freer  confent  did  more  fweeten  the  preyj 

But  too  late  I  begun,. 

For  her  paiîion  was  done  ; 
Kow  Amyntas,  ihe  cry 'd,  I  will  never  be  won^: 
Thy  tears  and  thy  courtihipno  pity  can  move, 
1  hou  haft  flighted  the  critical  mmute  of  love; 

KEEP 
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KEEP  ye  weel  frae  Sir  John  Malcolm,  Tgo-and  aga,. 
If  he's  a  wife  man^Imiilak'  him,  Iiam  coram  dago»^ 
Keep  ye  weel  frae  Sandie  Don,  Igp  and  ago, 
He's  ten  times  daftcr  than  Sir  John,  Iram  coram  dago. 

To  hear  them  of  their  travels  talk, 
To  gae  to  London's  but  a  walk:. 
I  hae  been  at  A  mile r dam, 
Where  I  favv  mony  a  braa  madam* 

To  fee  the  woaders  of  the  deep, 
"Wad  gar  a  man  baith  wail  and  weep  y 
To  fee  the  Leviathans  skip, 
And  wi'  their  tail  ding  o'er  a  fhip». 

Was' ye  e'er  in  Craii  town? 
Did.ye  fee  Clark  Diihingtoun.£' 
His  wig  was  like  a  drouket  hen, 
And  the  tail  o't  hang  down, 

like  a  meikle  maan  lang  draket  gooiè-pen* 
But  for  to  make  ye  raair  enamour'd-. 
He  has  a  glafs  in  his  bcft  chamber-. 
Bat  farth  he  ilept  unto  the  door, 
For  he  took  pills  the  night  before. 


Tune,  ^íiU  Sir  Simon  the  Kh^^ 

SOME  fays  kiffing^s  a  fin, 
But,  I  fay,  that  winna  ftand  -, 
It  is  a  moft  innocent  thing. 

And  allow'd  by  the  laws  of  the  land» 

If  it  were  a  tranigreflion, 

The  minifters  it  would  reprove^, 
Ire  ihey,  their  elders  and-  feffion, 

C  :     í'  >  it  as  well  as  the  ieavei. 

Its 
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Its  îang  iînce  ît  cante  in  faihion., 
I'm  fure,  it  wiil  never  be  done. 

As  lang  as  there's  in  the  nation 
A  lad,  íafs^  wife,  or  a  lown. 

"What  can  I  fay  more  to  commend  it  i 
The'  I  ihould  fpeak  all  my  fife, 

Yet  this  will  I  fay  in  the  end  o't. 
Let  every  man  kifs  his  ain  wife,,^ 

Let  him  kifs  her,  clap  her,  and  dawt  her». 
And  gie  her  benevolence  due, 

And  that  will  a  t  hrifty  wife  make  her, 
And  fae  I'll  bid  farewei  to  you. 


■      By  Mr.  Garrick, 

IF  truth  can  fix  thy  wav'ring  mind. 
Let  Damon  urge  his  claim; 
He  feels  the  paifion  void  of  art, 

A  pure  and  conftant  flame. 
Tlie  fighing  fwains  their  torments-  teH 

Their  fenfual  love  contemn, 
They  only  prize  the  beauteous  fiieilj 
But  flight  the  inward  gem. 

PoiTeiïïon  cures  the  wounded  heart, 

Deftroys  the  traníient  fire  ; 
But,  when  the  mind  receives  the  dart. 

Enjoyment  wliets  defite. 

Your  charms  each  flaviííi  iènfe  controuî;^ 

A  tyrant's  íhort-liv'd  reign-, 
]5ut  milder  reafon  charms  the  foul, 

]^oï  time  can  break  the  cbaiii. 
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By  age  your  beauties  \rill  decay. 

Your  mind  improves  with  years. 
As  when  the  bloffbms  fade  away,' 

The  rip'ning  fruit  appears. 
May  heav'n  and  Silvia  grant  my  fui*, 

And  blcfs  eacfi  future  hour. 
That  Damon,  who  can  tafle  the  fruit. 

May  gather  ev'ry  ftow'r. 


By  Mr.  Howard. 

FAREWEL,  ye  green  fields,  and  gay  groves. 
Where  Strephon  engagM  my  poor  heart,, 
\¥here  nightingales  warble  their  loves. 

And  nature  is  dreft  without  art. 
Ko  pleafui'cs  ye  now  can  afford, 

No  mufick.  can  footlie  me  to  reft  j 
For  Strephon  proves  falfe  to  his  word. 

And  Phyllis  can  never  -be  biefs'd.. 
WHien  the  dove  by  his  cooing  has  íbow'íi 

The  foftnefs,  the  joy,  of  his  mind, 
Falfe  Strephon  has  fworn,  and  has  vow'd» 

Like  him,  he'd  be-.conibnt  and  kind. 
The  birds,   as  if  pleas'd  with  his  truth,. 

With  harmony  fiU'd  all  the  grove, 
Whilfi:  he,  with  the  raptures  of  youth^. 

Entic'd  me,  and  preft  me  to  love. 

Oft  times  by  the  iide  of  a  fpring, 

Where  rofes  and  Ullies  appear. 
Gay  Strephon  of  Phyllis  would  iing, 

For  Phyllis  was  aH  he  held  dear.. 
But  no  fooner  he  found,  by  my  eyes. 

The  paffion  that  glow'd  in  my  breaft, 
When  he,  to  my  grief  and  iurprife, 

Prov'd  aiJ  he  had  faid  was  in  jeft.  Tho> 
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Tho*  love  in  his  tender  alai'ms, 

Brings  pleafure  with  every  new  day, 
Like  rofes  and  lillies,  our  charms 

Are  doom'd  to  a  ipeedy  decay. 
Theiiily,  the  rofe,  and  the  maid, 
•      Their  various  beauties  difpenie,   . 
But,  foon  as  they're  blaitcd»  they  fade, 

Grow  ugly,  and  lothfome  to  fenfe. 
Too  late,    to  my  ibrrow  I  find 

The  beauties  alone  that  will  lafte. 
Are  thofe,  which  are  iixM  in  the  mincî^'J  ^^^'  ffoiiuis». 

Which  envy  nor  time  cannot  blaft.      ''■■''  ^  ''•■  '^^'-^ 
Beware  then,  each  maid,  how  you  truft 

The  fool,  who  to  love  makes  pretence; 
For  Strephon  to  love  had  been  juft, 
\Jf  heaven  had  bkil  him  witii  fenib. 


YOU  bid  me,  fair,  conceal  my  love, 
Ohî  think  how  hard  the  taskj 
Think  of  the  mighty  pain  I  prove. 

Then  think  of  what  you  ask» 
Go,  bid  the  feveriih  wretch  forbear 

*Midil  burnings  to  complain, 
Go,  bici  tlie  Haves,  that  fetter'd  are. 
Forget  the  galling  chain. 
Should  they  obey,  yet  greater  far 

The  torments  which  I  feel  : 
Love's  fixes  than  fevers  fiercer  are  ; 

Love  pierces  more  than  fteej. 
Pain,  but  the  body  can  controul. 

The  thoughts  no  cord  can  bind. 
Love  is  a  fever  in  the  foul, 

A  chain  which  hoids  tlie  muïd. 

LOST 
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LOST  to  the  joys  of  life  is  he, 
O  fleep  !  who  yields  his  hours  to  thee. 
If  ever  I  invoke  thy  aid, 
Let  Bacchus  firft  my  fenfe  invade; 
Then  o'er  my  Ibul  be  fliort  thy  reign, 
For  I'm  ia  hafte  to  live  again  : 
But  ihould  ibme  fweetly  foothing  dream 
Difplay  the  idol  of  my  flame, 
With  heaving  breafl:,   and  yielding  llghs, 
O  fleep  !  forever  ieal  my  eyes. 
Deluiion  in  a  ilate  like  this, 
Is  real  and  fubftantial  blifs. 


WHILE  Tome  fing  of  beauty  and  merit, 
AiFift  me,  ye  Nine,  to  unfold. 
With  noble  poetical  fpirit, 
The  virtues  of  radiant  gold. 

Of  all  metals  refiec%-)g  pure  light,  ^ 

That  ever  was  caft  in  a  mould,  f 

There  is  none  lb  attraélîvely  bright, 

So  tempting  as  beautiful  gold. 
Thws  d>e  mighty  imperial  Jove, 

As  antîent  hiftorians  have  told. 
To  fair  Danae  came  down  from  above. 

And  conquered  her  virtue  with  gold. 

View  the  mifer  wrapt  up  in  amaze. 

Its  luftre's  Co  bright  to  behold, 
Aíloniíht,  he  redoubles  each  gaze, 

Repelling  each  thought,  but  of  gold. 
în  poetic  addreíTes  we  find, 

The  richeft  are  always  extoll'd; 
Tho'  imperfed  their  body  and  mind, 

Pray,  what  Is  imperfeil  in  gold  ? 

In 
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In  other  poetical  pieces,  ..    J 

You  may  read  it,  'twixt  every  fold. 
How  wretched  the  compiler's  cafe  is. 

How  needful  he  is  of  fome  gold. 

What  is  it  makes  foldiers  fo  brave, 

Undaunted,  heroic  and  bold? 
For  their  coaatry,  'tis  nue,  they  behave^ 

They  alio  have  payment  in  gold. 

By  this,  many  neighbouring  nations 

Have  not  been  conquer'd,  but  fold, 
And  ilatefmen  have  loll:  reputations, 

In  hopes  of  augmenting  their  gold.. 
'What  is  it  makes  Silvia  fo  fiiy. 

So  very  indifferent  and  cold. 
To  one  lover  fo  feemingly  coy?   . 

The  one  has,  ---  the  other  wants  gold, 
Ev'n  the  antiquated  matron  or  maid,  ^» 

Tho'  upwards  of  three  fcore  years  old, 
Tho'  miihapen,  deform'd  and  decay 'd. 

Has  beauty  ahd  youth,  if  ihe  's  gold. 

How  great  is  its  influence  on  fome, 

Ev'n  reaching  the  tongue  of  a  fçoid? 
No  arguments  itrikes  her  fo  dumb,  / 

As  c'.urming  her  filent  with  gold. 

The  lawyer,  his  feifmes  and  charters. 

In  orderly  parchments  enroU'd, 
With  his  client  judicioufly  barters. 

For  what's  mo-re  intrlnfick,  - —  his  gold» 

Ev'n  the  clergy  themfelves  we  may  fee, 

By  money  are  greatly  controul'd, 
Tho'  they  feidom  or  never  agree^ 

They  powerfully  join  fo**  more  gold.  .  B. 

Thu 
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rhe  Two  BAB  E  S  in  the  WO  0  D. 

NOW  ponder  well,  you  parents  dear, 
The  words  which  I  fnall  write  ; 
A  doleful  ftory  you  íhall  hear, 

In  time  brought  forth  to  light. 
A  gentleman  of  good  account. 

In  Norfolk  dwelt  of  late, 
Whofe  wealth  and  riches  did  furmount 

Mofl:  men  of  his  dtate. 
Sore  iick  he  was,  and  like  to  die^ 

No  help  then  could  he  have  ; 
His  wife  with  him  as  fick  did  ly, 

And  both  poilefl  one  grave: 
Ko  love  between  thefe  two  was  loíl, 

Each  was  to  other  kind  ; 
In  love  they  liv'd,  in  love  they  dy'dy 

And  left  two  babes  behind. 
The  one  a  fine  and  pretty  boy, 

NotpaiTmg  three  years  old  j 
Th'  other  a  girl  more  young  than  hC; 

And  made  in  "beauty's  mould  ; 
Tht  father  left  his  little  fon, 

As  plainly  doth  appear. 
When  he  to  perfe<5l  age  ihould  come^ 

Three  hundred  pounds  a  year. 

And  to  his  little  daughter,  Jean, 

Two  hundred  pounds  of  gold, 
To  be  paid  down  on  marriage  day, 

Which  might  not  be  controul'd. 
But  if  the  children  chance  to  die, 

E'er  they  to  age  ihould  come. 
Their  uncle  lliould  poiTefs  their  wealth, 

For  fo  the  will  did  run. 

Now,  brother,  faid  the  dying  man, 
Look  to  my  children  dear, 
Vol.  II.  A  a  Be 
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Be  good  unto  my  boy  and  girl. 
No  friends  elfe  have  I  here  : 

To  God  and  you  I  do  commend 
My  children  night  and  day  ; 

A  little  while  'tis  but  we  have 
Within  this  world  to  ilay. 

You  muft  be  father  and  mother  both. 

And  uncle  all  in  one  ; 
God  knows  what  will  become  of  them 

When  I  am  dead  and  gone. 
With  that  then  fpake  their  mother  dear, 

O  brother  kind,  quoth  ihe, 
Thou  art  the  man  m  nil  bring  my  babes 

To  wealth  or  mifery. 
If  ye  do  keep  them  carefully. 

Then  God  will  you  reward. 
If  other  ways  you  feem  to  deal, 

God  will  your  deeds  regard. 
With  lips  as  cold  as  any  ftone, 

She  kift  thefe  children  fmall  ; 
God  blefs  you  both, my  children  dear, 

AVith  that  the  tears  did  fall. 
Thefe  fpeeches  then  the  brother  fpake, 

To  the  lick  couple  there, 
The  keeping  of  your  children  dear. 

Sweet  filter,  do  not  fear. 
God  never  profper  me  nor  mine, 

Or  ought  elfe  that  I  have, 
If  I  do  wrong  your  childrfn  dear, 

When  you're  laid  in  your  grave. 

Their  parents  being  dead  and  gone. 

The  children  home  he  takes, 
And  brings  them  home  into  his  houie, 

And  much  of  them  he  makes. 
He  had  not  kept  thefe  pretty  babes 

A  twelvemonth  and  a  day, 


■T^y 


But; 
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But,  for  their  wealth,  he  did  deviie 

To  put  them  both  away. 
He  bargain'd  with  two  ruffians  rude, 

Which  were  of  furious  mood, 
That  they  ihould  take  the  children  young; 

And  flay  them  in  the  wood; 
And  told  his  wife,  and  all  he  had, 

He  did  the  children  fend 
To  be  brought  up  in  fair  London,  • 

With  one  that  was  a  friend. 

Away  then  went  thefe  pretty  babes, 

Rejoicing  at  the  tide  ; 
Rejoicing  with  a  rnerfy  mind 

They  ihould  on  horfeback  ride  : 
They  prate  and  prattle  pleafantly, 

As  they  rode  on  the  way, 
To  thofe  that  ihould  their  butchers  be, 

And  work  their  lives  decay. 
So  that  the  pretty  fpeech  they  had 

Made  the  murth'rers  heart  relent  j 
And  they  that  took  the  deed  to  do 

Full  fore  they  did  repent  : 
Yet  one  of  them,  more  hard  in  heart. 

Did  vow  to  do  his  charge, 
Becaufe  the  wretch  that  hired  him 

Had  paid  him  very  large. 
Th'  other  Would  not  agree  thereto  ; 

So  there  they  fell  to  ftrife; 
With  one  another  they  did  fight 

About  the  childrens  life  ; 
And  he  that  was  of  mildeft  mood 

Did  flay  the  other  there, 
Within  an  unfrequented  wood, 

Where  the  babes  did  quake  for  fear. 
He  took  the  children  by  the  hand. 

While  tears  ftood  in  their  eye, 

A  a  2  And 
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And  ba<îe  them  come  along  with  him. 

And  look  they  did  not  cry  : 
i^nd  two  long  miles  he  led  them  thu?. 

While  they  for  bread  complain  ; 
Stay  here,  quoth  he,  Til  bring  you  breadj, 

When  I  do  come  agai  i. 
The  pretty  babes,  with  hand  in  hand^ 

Went  wand'ring  up  and  down,, 
But  never  more  they  iaw  the  raaa 

Approaching  from  the  tawn. 
Their  pretty  lips  with  black  berries, 

Were  ali  befmear'd  and  dy'd  ; 
And  when  they  fay  the  darkfome  night> 

They  fat  them  down  and  cry'd. 
Thus  wand'red  thefe  two  pretty  babes^ 

Till  death  did  end  their  grief  ; 
In  one  another's  arms  they  dy'd. 

As  babes  wanting  relief 
Ko  burial  thefe  two  pretty  babes- 

Ofany  man  receives, 
Till  Robinredbreaft  painfully 

Did  cover  them  with  leaves. 

And  now  the  heavy  wrath  of  God 

Upon  their  uncle  fell  ; 
Yea,  fearful  fiends  did  haunt  his  houfe^ 

His  confcience  felt  an  hell  : 
His  barns  v/ere  fir'd,  his  goods  confumMj, 

His  lands  were  barren  made  ; 
His  cattle  dy'd  within  the  houfe^ 

And  nothing  with  him  ftay'd. 
And  in  a  voyage  to  Portugal, 

Two  of  his  fons  did  die  : 
And,  to  conclude,,  himfelf  was  brought 

Unto  much  mifery  : 
*He  pawn'd  and  mortgag'd  all  his  land^ 

E'er  fevec  years  came  about  ^  And 
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And  now,  at  length,  this  wicked  aít 

By  this  means  did  come  out. 
The  fellow  that  did  take  in  hand 

Thefe  children  for  to  kill, 
Was  for  a  robber  judg'd  to  die. 

As  was  God*s  bleíTed  will; 
Who  did  confefs  the  very  truth, 

The  which  is  here  expreit  ; 
Their  uncle  dy'd,  while  he  for  debt 

Did  long  in  prifon  reft. 

All  that  executors  are  made. 

And  overfeers  eke, 
Of  children  that  be  fatherlefs. 

And  infants  mild  and  meek, 
Take  ye  example  by  this  thing. 

And  yield  to  each  his  right  ; 
Left  God  with  fach  like  miferies, 

Your  wicked  minds  requite. 


FAIR  and  foft,  and  gay  and  young, 
All  charms  fhe  pky'd,  ihe  danc'd,  ihe  fung;^ 
There  was  no  way  tTcape  the  dart. 
Ko  cure  cou'd  guard  a  lover's  heart  ; 
Ah  !  why  ?  cfy'd  I,  and  dropt  a  tear  : 
Adoring  yet,  defpairing  e*er, 
To  have  her  to  myfelf  alone,  ^ 

Was  fo  much  fweetnefs  made  for  one  ? 

But,  growing  bolder,  "in  her  ear 

I  in  foft  numbers  told  my  care, 

She  heard,  and  rais'd  me  from  her  feet, 

And  feem'd  to  glow  with  equal  heat  : 

Like  heavens  !  too  mighty  to  exprefs, 

My  joys  cou'd  be  but  known  by  guefs  ; 

A  a  3  Ah 
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Ah  fool  !  faid  T,  what  have  I  done,  I 

To  wiih  her  made  for  more  than  one  I 

But  long  I  had  not  been  in  view,  y 

Before  her  eyes  their  beams  withdrew  %.  i 

E'er  I  had  reckon'd  half  her  charms. 

She  funk  into  another's  arms  : 

But  ihe,  that  once  could  faithlefs  be^. 

Will  favour  him  no  more  than  me  j 

He  too  will  find  himielf  undone, 

And  that  ihe  was  not  made  for  one^ 


OW  is  it  poilible,  how  can  I  forbear  ? 
So  many  charms  aM  ar©und  you  wear  : 


JBi.  .SL    ^^  " J w^„_  j^„   ,T^^L. . 

Thy  ev'ry  part  hath  fuch  power  to  move, 

Who  fees,  admires,  aad  who-knows  you,  doth  loveé" 

In  vain  you  do  command  away, 

Methmks  to  thee  I'd  ever  grow  ; 
While  you  remain,  then  muft  I  ftay  ; 

When=,you  depart,  then  I  muit  go* 


Tune,   Lillikdlero. 

^^■"r^HE  modes  of  the  court  fo  common  are  grown^ 

i.        That  a  true  friend  can  hardly  be  met  ; 
Fricndîlilp  for  intereib  is  but  a  Joan, 

Which  they  let  out  for  what  they  can  get. 

'Tis  true,  you  find 

Some  friends  fo  kind, 
Who  will  give  you  good  counfel  themfelves  to  defend. 

In  forr&wful  ditty, 

They  promHe,  they  pity,, 
Bntihiftyoïï  for  money  froiu  friend  io  friend. 

COMB 
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COME  here,  my  fmiikmg  fmiling  lafs. 
And  let  us  pky  and  toy  together. 
And  take  fame  pleafure  on  the  grafs. 

All  in  this  charming  fummer  weather. 
No,  no,  kind  Sir,  I  cannot  ftay, 

Therefore,  I  hope  you  will  excufe  mej 
For,  if  I  make  the  leaft  delay, 

My  daddy  furely  will  abufe  me  :- 
For,  I'm  o'er  young,  I'm  o'er  young, 
I'm  o'er  young  to  marry  yet, 
I'm  o'er  youngy  it  is  a  fin. 
To  take  me  frae  my  minny  yet. 
My  little  dove,  you're  prone  to  love. 

For  in  your  eyes  there's  pretty  babies»- 
And  I'm  the  boy  can  yield  you  joy, 

So  never  more  regai'tl  your  daddy. 

0  fy  forihame!  you  are  to  blame, 
Therefore,  youtig  raan^,  I  pray  be  civiî, 

1  vow  and  fwear,  my  gown  you'll  tear. 

Leave  off",  you  tricky  coaxing  devil. 

My  dear,  don't  frown,  ne'er  mind  yourgo\v% 

For,  if  I  tear't,  I'll  buy  another  ; 
ril  lay  you  down  on  the  green  ground, 

And  quickly  aíF  your  fear  will  fmotlier> 
O  fy  !  O  fy  !  I  cry,  I'll  die  Î 

My  maidenhead  is  now  in  danger, 
But  fince  'tis  fo,  e^en  let  it  go. 

You  are  more  welcome  than  a  ilranger. 
He  gently  took  her  up  again, 

They  lovingly  embrac'd  each  other. 
My  dear,  faid  lie,  this  pretty  game, 

Was  always  pleafmg  to  your  mother  t 
My  iovely  fwain,  I  believe  the  fame, 

I  vow  and  fwear  I  bve  it  dearly  > 


Come 
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Corne  when  you  vàll,  you're  welcome  ftill, 

For  I  will  meet  you  late  or  early. 
Kow  I  am  fitting  for  a  man. 

And  I  can  do't  as  well  as  any. 
And  your  the  one  I  pitch  upon. 

My  dear,  to  take  me  from  my  minny. 
Tho'  I'm  o'er  young,  I'm  o'er  young, 
I'm  o'er  young  to  marry  yet, 
Tho'  I'm  o'er  young,  it  is  no  fin. 
To  dance  the  jigg  my  minny  did. 
All  you  young  men,  who  wants  to  wia 

A  maid,  be  neither  flow  nor  ftupid, 
But  with  good  heart  ilill  play  your  part, 

And  never  be  a  Have  to  Cupid  ; 
But  where  you  find  one  to  your  mind, 

I  pray,  don't  fpend  much  time  in  courting, 
In  a  green  field  you'll  make  them  yield, 
A  pleafant  place  for  maids  to  fport  in. 


Sung  by  Mr,Conyers,  in  the  new  Concert  Hall,  Edinhurgb. 

YE  medley  of  mortals,  who  make  up  this  throng. 
Spare  your  wit  for  a  moment,  and  liil  to  my  fong, 
"What  you  would  not  expert  here  ;  my  wit  ihall  be  new, 
And  what  is  more  ftrange,  every  word  fiiall  be  true. 
Sing  tantara-rara,  truth  all,  truth  all. 

Kot  a  toy  in  the  íhop  you'll  buy  cheaper  than  mine  * 
Send  your  laiTes  to  me,  and  you'll  fpare  all  your  coin  : 
The  ladies  alone  will  pay  dear  for  my  skiÙ, 
For  if  they  will  hear  me,  their  tongues  muil  lye  ftill. 
;^in^antara-rara,  mute  all,  &c. 

-\o*  revels  are  fcorn'd  by  the  grave  and  the  wife, 
'ïet  they  pradife  all  day  what  they  feem  to  defpife. 


j'0n\o 


Esa- 
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Examine  mankînei  fi-om  the  great  to  the  imalî. 
Each  mortal's  difguis'd,  and  the  world  is  a  bali. 
Sing  tantara-rara,  iriasks  all,  Sec. 

The  paribn  brim  full  of  Oilober  and  grace, 
"With  a  long  taper  pipe,  and  round  ruddy  face, 
"Will  rail  at  our  doings  ;  but  when  it  is  dark 
The  parib-n's  diiguJs'd,  and  led  home  by  the  clerk. 

The  fierce  roaring  blade,  with  long  fword  and  cock'd  hatj 
"With  bk)od  he'll  do  this,  and  zounds  he'll  do  that; 
'When  he  comes  to  his  trial,  he  fails  in  his  part, 
And  fliows  that -his  Iqoks  are  but  masks  to  his  heart* 

The  beau  ai5ts  the  rake,  and  will  talk  of  amours. 
Shows  letters  from  wives,  and  appointments  from  whores, 
But  a  creature  ib  modeil:  avoids  all  difgrace  ; 
For  how  would  he  bluih,  fhould  he  come  face  to  face  ? 

The  courtier  and  patriot,,  'mongft  other  fine  things. 
Will  talk  of  their  country  and  love  to  their  kings  ; 
But  the  mask  will  drop  off,  if  you  ihake  but  the  pelf, 
And  fliow  king  and  country  all  center'd  in  felf. 

With  an  ouí-íide  of  virtue,  Mifs  Squeamiih  the  prude^ 
If  you  touch  her,  ihe  faints,  if  you  fpeak  you  are  rude  ° 
Thus  ihe's  prim,  and  ihe's  coy,  tho'  virtue  ihe  's  none, 
And  perhaps  ihe's  carrefs'd  by  the  coachman,  or  Johu. 

With  a  grave  mask  of  wifdom  fay  phyfick  and  law, 
In  your  cafe  there's  no  fear,  in  your  caufe  there's  no  flaw  j 
'Till  death  and  the  judge  have  decreed,  they  look  big. 
And  you  find  you  have  trufted  a  full  bottom'd  wig,- 

Thus,  life  is  no  more  than  a  round  of  deceit, 
Each  neighbour  will  find  that  his  next  is  a  cheat} 
But  if,  O  ye  mortals,  thefe  tricks  ye  purfue, 
You  firil  cheat  your  fclve?,  then  the  devil  cheats  you. 
Siag  tantara-rara,  that's  alJ,  &c» 

Tane, 
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Tune,  Hemp  Drefers. 

I  Am  a  brisk  young  lively  Iifs, 
A  little  more  than  twenty, 
And  by  my  comely  air  and  mien, 

I  can  have  fweet-hearts  plenty  ; 
But  I'll  beware  of  wedlock's  iiiare, 

Tho'  dying  fwains  adore  me. 
The  men  I'll  teaze,  myfelf  to  pleaie, 

My  mother  did  fo  before  me. 
ïn  rich  brocades  and  diamonds  bright, 

Like  gayeft  fprings  delighting. 
My  parts  and  humour  ihail  unite. 

To  make  me  more  inviting. 
For  I'll  advance  and  learn  to  dance. 

To  pleafe  ihall  be  my  glory  ; 
I'll  karn  to  trace  each  ftep  with  grace. 

My  mother,  &c. 
I'll  drefs  as  fine,  as  fine  can  be. 

My  pride  ihall  be  my  pleafure, 
And  tho'  the  neighbours  envy  me. 

To  mind  them  Tve  no  leifure, 
I'll  take  delight  both  day  and  night 

To  be  talk'd  of  in  ftory, 
I'll  have  it  faid,  there  ihines  a  maid, 

My  mother,  &c. 
To  park  and  play  I'll  often  go. 

To  fpend  each  leifure  hour, 
I'll  walk  and  talk  with  ev'ry  beau, 

And  make  them  feel  my  power. 
But  if  a  dartihould  pierce  my  heart, 

From  one  that  does  adore  me. 
We'll  wed  and  kifs,  what  Iiarm's  in  this  ^ 

My  mother,  &c. 
Then  will  I  manage,  when  I  wed, 

My  husband  to  pcrfeition,  For 
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For,  as  good  wives  bave  often  faid. 
Keep  husbands  in  fubjedtion. 

Ko  fnarling  fool  ihall  o'er  me  rule. 
Or  e'er  eclipfc  my  glory  ; 

I'll  let  him  fee  I'll  miftrifs  be, 
My  mother,  &c. 


Tune,  Moa  Houfi. 

HOW  jovial  was  I  when  my  Sufan  did  fmile. 
And  with  mirth  and  good  humour  the  moments 
beguile  ? 
When  chatting  together,  how  kind  would  ihc  be  ? 
No  ihepherd  on  earth  was  fo  happy  as  me  ! 
Put  now  flie  is  gone,  what  a  change  there  appears. 
The  days  all,  raethinks,  feem  like  fo  many  years  : 
Thofe  hours,  which  fcem'd  minutes  when  Sufan  was  by» 
Ah  !  now  how  they  Uiiger,  how  llowly  they  fly  ! 

With  fuch  a  companion,  how  pleafant  to  walk? 

How  fprightly  our  hearts  were,  how  fond  was  our  talk  ? 

Ko  rude  interruption  our  rapture  e'er  prov'd, 

But  mutually  gazing,  we  mutually  lov'd  : 

But  now  ihe  has  left  me,  how  altcr'd  am  I? 

How  gloomy  my  afpeit,  how  languid  my  eye? 

The  ihcpherds,  who  law  me  ib  merry  before, 

Cry,  fure  'tis  not  Strephon,  and  know  me  no  more. 

To  the  park,  or  the  walks,  or  wherever  we  ilray'd, 

How  gay  the  delights  were,  how  cooling  the  fhade  Î 

Wherever  we  enter'd,  the  fun  ilreight  retir'd. 

For  her  eyes  had  more  luftre  than  Phoebus  deiir'd. 

But  now  let  him  fliine  out,  his  rival  is  flown, 

His  envy  may  ceafe,  now  my  Sufan  is  gone. 

Far  hence,  very  far,  all  my  treafure  is  fled, 

And  leaves  me  no  comfort,  but  fighs  in  her  ilead  ? 

Vaux- 


(     288    ) 

Vaux-hall  and  its  beauties  enchant  me  no  more, 

'Tis  my  Sufan  alone  all  its  fvveets  can  reftore. 

When  our  boat  o'er  the  Thames's  rough  furface  did 

glide, 
Tho'  the  winds  blew  a  ftorm,  Í  was  biefs'd  by  her  fide  : 
But  now  that  ihe's  abfent,  the  gardens  how  dull? 
And  my  breafl:  with  foreboding  and  terrors  how  full  ? 
Tho'  fuch  pleafures  reign  round  me,  tho'  thoufands  arc 

there, 
To  me  'tis  a  defart,  till  Sufan  appear. 

When  the  cb. armer  was  with  me,  how  gay  would  I  fit? 
Tho'  the  wine  was  fo  bad,   I  ne'er  fretted  a  bit  ; 
Tho'  the  cheefe-cakes  were  mufty,  I  valu'd  no  harms^ 
SufFicientiy  feailcd  with  viewing  her  charms. 
But  now  flie  is  gone,  how  my  fenfes  are  teaz'd, 
How  crofs  am  I  grown,  and  how  hard  to  be  pleas'd  ? 
I  rail  at  the  waiters,  and  ev'ry  thing  round, 
Not  love,  nor  the  mufick,  my  for  row  s  can  drown. 

In  the  bright  open  walks,  or  the  dark  private  grove. 
When  Sufan  was  there,   'twas  all  pleafure  and  love, 
How  pleafant  this  wood  walk  !  traniported,  I'd  cry, 
Thofe  well  difpos'd  lights,  how  they  gladden  the  eye  I 
But  now,  as  I  wander,   what  torments  I  prove  : 
When  I  fee  the  dear  place,  where  I  walk'd  with  my  lov^ 
Tho'  the  place  ftill  rema-ins,  ail  the  pleafure  is  flown, 
For  thofe  it  deriv'd  from  my  Sufan  alone. 
As  tl^  fymphony  founded,  the  notes  how  divine]! 
When  my  fair  Sufan's  ears  were  as  raviih'd  as  mine. 
The  foft  thrilling  founds  all  our  paiTions  did  move, 
And  melted  each  ienfe  into  rapture  and  love  ! 
But  now,  fhe  is  abfent,   regardlefs  I  ftand. 
Or  penfive  fir,  leaning  my  head  on  my  hand  ; 
And  tho'  angels,  inftead  of  muiicians  were  there. 
They  might  play  till  they  tii'd,  but  I  never  couLi  h.car. 

In 
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în  Cooper's  gay  groves  what  delights  have  I  íéen, 
How  cool  were  the  zephyrs  !  the  skies  how  ferene  ! 
The  muiick,  the  fire-works,  and  ail  was  fo  grand^ 
Forever,  me  thought,  I  admiring  could  iland. 
But  now,  Sufan's  abfcnt,  I  canrîot  forbear, 
Kut  cry,  —  "  What  ridiculous  trifles  are  here. 
*'  Alas!  all  thofe  rockets  fent  up  to  the  skies, 
"  Are  nought  to  the  fire  that's  play'd  oiFfirom  her  eyes» 
in  vaiu  bloom  the  vilet,  the  lilly,  the  rofe, 
When  my  Sufan  was  with  me,  they  fweets  could  dîfcloiè; 
'Twas  mufick  to  hear  then,  and  incenfe  to  finelJ, 
The  birds  in  the  grove,  and  the  flow'rs  in  the  vaie  : 
But  now,  tho'  the  flow'rs  grow  juil  where  they  did, 
And  the  birds  iing  the  lame,  yet  Uicir  charms  are  all  fled. 
Their  muiic  icwinds  harih,and  the  flow'rs,tlio'  they  bloom. 
Since  Sufan  has  left  me,.  Joie  all  tlieir  perfume. 
Oh!  Cupid,  how  liard  Is  the  fate  of  thy  laws, 
That  fuch  pain  ihould  proceed  from  fo  lovely  a  caufc. 
Take  pity  upon  me,  and  yield  me  relief, 
Or,  I  fwear  by  her  charms,  I  fliail  periih  with  grief. 
Behold,  what  fharp  anguiih,  what  pangs  I  endure, 
Behold,  little  Cupid,  and  grant  me  their  cure  j 
Reilore  me  my  Sufan,  —  Oh  ipeediLy  fly  ; 
For  I  live  by  her  fmiles,  and  without  them  I  die. 


Tune,  Lochaber» 

FAREWEL  to  my  Gracey,  my  Gracey  fo  fweet, 
Tho'  parting  is  painful,  how  pleafant  to  meet; 
Thy  Jocky  will  languifli  and  long  for  the  day, 
That  (hall  kifs  all  the  tears  of  his  Gracey  away. 
Tho'  honour  in  groves  of  tall  laurels  ihould  grow^, 
And  fortune  in  tides  ihould  eternally  flow  j 
Not  honour,  nor  fortune  fliall  Jocky  detain, 
But  he'll  come  to  his  deareil,  his  Gracey  again. 
Vol.  IÍ.  B  b  As-aia 
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Again  at  our  door,  in  the  mornings  of  fprlng. 
To  fee  the  fun  rife,  and  to  hear  the  birds  fmg  ; 
To  roufe  our  companions  and  queen  of  the  May, 
In  copfes  to  gambol,  on  meadows  to  play  ; 
At  queftions,  and  forfeits,  all  ring'd  on  the  grafs. 
To  gather  freili  chaplets,  each  lad  for  his  lafs  ; 
To  whoop  and  to  hide,  and  play  tigg  on  the  plain, 
Tliy  Jocky'U  return  to  his  Graccy  again. 

Or  alone  in  his  Gracey's  fweet  company  bleis'd. 
To  feed  the  young  robins  that  chirp  in  the  neft, 
To  help  at  her  med'cines,  and  herbs  for  the  poor, 
And  welcome  the  ftranger  that  fits  by  the  door  ; 
At  night  o'er  our  fire,  and  a  cup  of  clear  ale, 
To  hear  the  town  news,  and  the  travelers  tale  ; 
To  fmile  away  life,  till  the  bleíFmg  is  o'er, 
And  part  from  my  deareil:,  my  Gracey,  no  more. 


Tune,  Mj>  apron,  D'eary, 

5*'  |~^WAS  early  in  a  morning,  a  morning  of  May, 

JL     A  foidier  and  a  laiTie  was  walking  aftray  j 
Clofe.down  in  yon  meadow,  yon  meadow  brow, 
Î  heard  the  lafe  cry,  my  apron  now, 
Hy  apron,  deary,  my  apron  now, 
My  belly  bears  up  my  apron  now. 
But  I  being  a  young  thing,  was  eafy  to  woo, 
Which  makes  me  cry  out,  my  apron  now. 

O  had  I  ta'n  counfel  of  father  or  mother, 
Or  had  I  advifed  with  fifter  or  brother, 
But  I  being  a  young  thing,  and  eafy  to  woo, 
.,It  makes  me  cry  out,  my  .ipron  now, 
|>ly  apron,  deary,  ckc. 

Yoiîî 


(  api  > 

Your  apron,  deary,  I  muft  confefs, 
Seems  fomething  the  ihorter  tho'  naethrng  the  lefs  •, 
Then  had  your  tongue,  deary,  and  I  will  prove  true^, 
And  nae  mair  cry  out,  your  apron  now, 

Your  apron,  deary,  &:c. Your  belly,  &c. 

Then  had  your  tongue,  &c. 


MERRY  may  the  maid  be 
That,  marries  the  miller, 
For  foul  day  and  fair  day 

He's  ay  bringing  till  her  ; 
Has  ay  a  penny  in  her  purfe 

For  dinner  and  for  fupper  ; 
And  gin  ihe  pleafe,  a  good  fat  checfir. 
And  lumps  of  yellow  butter. 

When  Jamie  firft  did  woo  me, 

I  fpeir'd  what  was  his  calling  ; 
Fair  maid,  fays  he,  O  come  and  ice, 

Ye're  welcome  to  my  dwelling  : 
Tho'  I  was  ihy,  yet  I  cou'd  fpy 

The  truth  of  what  he  told  me  ; 
And  that  his  houfe  was  warm  and  couth» 

And  room  in  it  to  hold  me. 

Behind  the  door  a  bagg  of  meal, 

And  in  the  kill  was  plenty 
Of  good  hard  cakes,  his  mither  bake». 

And  bannocks  were  na'  fcanty  ; 
A  good  fat  ibw,  a  fleeky  cow 

Was  (landing  in  the  byre  ; 
Whilfl;  lazy  poufs  with  mealy  mouÎç 

Was  playing  at  the  fire. 

S  b  a  Good 
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Good  íigns  are  tliefe,  n>y  mitherfay^»       '      ' 

And  bids  me  tack  the  miller  j 
For  foul  day  and  fair  day 

He's  ay  bringing  till  her  ; 
For  meal  and  malt  ihe  does  nae  want, 

Nor  ony  thing  that's  dainty  ; 
And  now  and  then  a  keckling  hen 

To  lay  her  eggs  in  plenty. 

By  H.  Carey. 

CURST  l>e  the  wretch  that's  bouglU  md  foW^ 
And  barters  liberty  for  gold  i 
For  when  eleâion  is  not  free^ 
In  vain  we  boaft  of  Hberty, 
And  he  wlio  fells  his  lingle  right» 
Would  fell  his  country,  if  he  might.. 
When  liberty  is  put  to  fafe 
For  wine,  -for  money,  or  for  ale. 
The  fellers  muft  be  abjedl  ilaves, 
The  buyers  vile  deíigning  knaves  i 
And  't  has  a  proverb  been  of  old, 
The  devil's  bought  but  to  be  fold. 
This  maxim  in  the  ftatefman's  fchool 
Is  always  taught,  divide  and  rule;. 
All  parties  are  to  him  a  joke, 
While  zealots  foam,  he  fits  the  yoke  % 
When  men  their  reafon  once  refume, 
'Tis  then  the  flatefinens  turn  to  fume. 
Learn,  learn,  ye  Britons,  to  unite  ; 
Leave  off  the  old  exploded  bite  -, 
Henceforth  let  Whig  and  Tory  ceaie, 
And  turn  all  party  rage  to  peace  ; 
Then  Ihall  we  fee  a  glorious  fcene, 
And  fo  God  favc  the  king  and  q-uccn. 

SONGS 
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SONGS  for  the  BOTTLE. 

Nor  Jhun,  my  foul\  the  genial  honx)!. 
Where  inirthy  good  nature,  [pint  fiovi)  ; 
Ingredients  thefe^  ak>ve  to  pleafe 
The  laughing  gods,  the  wife  below. 

Young, 

Tune,  /1  Cohler  there  was.  Sec. 

THE  women  all  tell  me,  I'm  falie  to  my  lais. 
That  I  quit  my  poor  Chloe,  and  ftick.  to  mf 
giais; 
But  to  you,  men  of  reaíbn,  my  reafôns  I'll  own. 
And  if  you  don't  like  them.,  why,  let  them  alone. 
Derry  down,  down,  &c. 

Altho'  I  have  left  her,  the  truth  Til  declare, 
I  believe  ihe  was  good,  and  I'm  fure  ihe  was  fair  % 
But  goodnefs  and  charms  in  a  bumper  I  fee. 
That  makes  it  as  good  and  as  ciiarming  as  fhe. 

My  Chloe  had  dimples  and  fmiles,  I  mull:  own, 

But  tho'  ihe  could  fmile,  yet  in  truth  ihe  could  frown  â 

But  tell  me,  ye  lovers  of  liquor  divine. 

Did  you  e'er  fee  a  frown. in  a  bumper  of  wine  í 

Her  lillies  and  roíes  werejuíí:  in  their  prime». 
Yet  lillies  and  roies  are  conquer'd  by  time  : 
But  in  wine,  fron^  its  age,  fuch  a  benefit  flow:s>. 
That  we  like  it  the  better,  the  older  it  grows.. 

They  tell  me,  my  love  would' in  tune  liave  been  cÎby^cf^. 
And  that  beauty's  infipid  when  once  'tis  enjoy'd  j 

B.h^  ^í 
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]^atin  wine,  I  both  time  and  enjoyment  defy; 
For  the  longer  I  drink,  the  nwre  thrifty  ani  I. 
Let  murders,  and  battles,  and  hiftory  prove 
The  raifchiefs  that  wait  upon  rivals  in  love  ; 
But  in  drinking,  thank  heaven,  no  rival  contends, 
For  the  more  we  love  liquor,  the  more  we  are  friends» 

She  too  might  have  poifon'd  thejoy  of  my  hfe. 
With  nurfes,  and  bal>ies„  and  fqualling,  and  ftrife  j 
But  my  wine  neither  nurfes  nor  babies  can  bring, 
And  a  big  bellied  bottle's  a  mighty  good  thing» 

We  ihorten  our  days  when  with  love  we  engage. 

It  brings  on.difeaies  and  haft:ens  old  age: 

But  wine  from  grim  death  can  its  votaries  fave, 

And  keep  owt  t'other  leg  when  there's  one  in  the  grave* 

Perhaps,  like  her  fex,  ever  fàlfe  to  their  word, 
She  had  left  me  —  to  get  an.  eilate,  or  a  lord» 
But  my  bumper,  regarding  nor  title  norpelí^ 
Will  iland  by  me,  while  I'can  Hand  by  myfelf» 

Then  let  my  dear  Chloe  no  longer  complain^ 
She's  rid  of  her  lover,  and  I  of  my  pain  j 
^For  in  wine,  mighty  wine,  many  comforts  I  ipy,   . 
Shou'd  you  doubt  what  I  fay,— take  a  bumper  aad  try» 


THE  gods  and  godeíícs  lately  did  feaft:, 
WliereAmbrofía  with  exquifite  fauces  were  dreff. 
Their  eatables  did  with  their  deities  fuît, 
But  what  they  iliould  drink  did  occafion  difpute. 
'Twas'tirae  that  old  Ne<n:ar  were  grown  out  of  faihion. 
Iking  what  they  did  drink  long  before  the  creation  ; 
V/hen  the  sky-colour'd  cloth  was  mov'd  from  the  board. 
For  making  the  bowl,  great  Jove  gave  the  word. 

The 
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The  bowl/itwas  large  of  a  heavenly  feize, 
"Wherein  they  did  ufe  infant  gods  to  baptize,     (earth. 
Quoth  Jove,    I'm  inform'd  they   drink   punch  upon  ; 
Wliereby  mortal  wits  far  exceed  us  in  mirth  ; 
Therefore  our  wife  godheads  together  lets  lay, 
And  endeavour  to  make  it  much  ftronger  than  they. 
'Twas  fpoke  like  a  god  j  fill  the  bowl  to  the  top, 
He's  caihierM  from  the  heav'ns  that  leaves  the  leaft 
Then  Apollo  fent  away  two  of  his  laiTes  (drop. 

With  pitchers  to  fill  at  the  well  of  ParnaiTus  ; 
To  poets  new  born  this  liquor  is  brought, 
And  they  fuck  it  in  for  their  morning's  firil:  draught. 
Juno  for  limons  ftept  into  her  clofet, 
Which,  when  /he  is  fick,  Oie  infufes  in  poflet. 
For  goddeifes  may  be  as  fqueamiih  as  gypiies  : 
The  fun  and  the  moon,  you  know,  have  their  eclipies. 
Theiè  limons  were  call'd  the  Heiperian  .fruit. 
Where  a  vigilant  dragon  was  faid  to  looli  to't. 
Twelve  dozen  of  thefe  were  well  fqu<sez'd  in  the  water. 
The  reft  of  ingredients  in  order  came  after  ; 
Venus,  admirer  of  all  things  that's  fweet, 
(Without  her  infuiion  there  had  been  no  treat) 
Commanded  her  fugar  loaves,  white  as  her  doves. 
To  be  brought  to  the  table  by  a  pair  of  young  loves  ; 
So  wonderful  curious  thofe  deities  were, 
The  fugar  was  ftrain'd  thro'  a  piece  of  fine  air. 
Jolly  Bacchus  gave  notice  by  dangling  his  bunch, 
That,  without  his  aíTiftance,  could  be  no  good  punch/ 
What  he  meant  by  the  fequel,  is  very  well  known. 
They  threw  in  ten  gallons  of  trufty  Langoon. 
Mars,  tho'  a  blunt  god,  and  chief  of  the  biskers. 
Was  fet  at  a  table  a  curling  his  whiskers. 
Quoth  he,  fellow  gods,  and  celeftial  gallants, 
I  would  not  gave  a  fig  for  the  punch  without  Nantz, 

There- 


(      29«     ) 

Therefore,  my  Ganymede,  I  do  command  ye 
To  throw  in  ten  gallons  of  the  beft  Nantz  brandy, 
Saturn,  of  ail  the  gods  there,  was  the  oldeft, 
And  we  may  imagine  his  ftomach  was  coldeft  ; 
He  out  of  his  pouch  did  fome  nutmegs  produce. 
Which,  being  well  grated,  were  put  in  the  juice  ; 
Neptune  this  ocean  of  good  liquor  did  crovra, 
With  a  fea  biícuit  baked  hard  in  the  fun. 
The  bowl  being  finiih'd,  a  health  then  began  ; 
Quoth  Jove,  let  it  be  to  tliat  creature  call'd  man, 
^Tis  to  him  alone  this  great  pleafure  we  owe, 
For  heaven  it  was  never  true  heaven  till  now. 
The  gods  being  pleased,  the  health  went  about, 
'Till  gorrell-belly'd  Bacchus'  great  guts  nigh  burft  onfe^ 
The  other  gods  did  oceans  of  punch  fwailow; 
Adeon  with  hounds  and  with  huntiman  did  hollow  ; 
The  punch  was  delightful,  they  plenty  did  bring, 
And  all  the  world  over  the  fame  o't  did  ring. 


SEE,  fee,  the  full  bowl, 
'Tis  the  world  to  my  ibul  j 
The  punch  is  the  ocean, 
The  bowl  is  the  coaft  ; 
And  the  íhip's  the  brown  toaÎl, 
We'll  drink  it  all  round. 
Till  the  bottom  is  found. 
And  the  ihip's  run  a  ground» 
How  happy  are  we 
Who  can  drink  a  full  iea  ? 
Let  a  new  deluge  flow, 
Aûd  we'll  driiak  it  aiièh. 

IS 
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As  fwift  as  time,  put  round  the  glaís. 
And  husband  well  life's  little  fpacc  ; 
Perhaps  your  fun,  that  fliines  fo  bright. 
May  fet  in  everlafting  night. 

Or,  if  the  fun  again  ihould  rife. 

Death,  e're  the  morn,  may  cbfe  your  eyes 

Then,  drink"  before  it  be  too  late, 

And  fnatch  the  prefent  hour  from  fate. 

Come,  fill  a  bumper,  fill  it  round. 
Let  mirth,  and  wit,  and  wine  abound; 
In  thefc  alone  true  vvifdom  lyes  ; 
For  to  be  merry's  to  be  wife. 


Tune,  Dumbarton  Drums. 

WHEN  I  think  on  this  warld*s  pelf, 
And  how  little  I  ha'e  o*t  my  felf  ; 
I  figh  when  I  look  on  my  thread-bare  coat» 
And  ihame  fa'  the  gear  and  the  bagrie  o't. 
Jonny  was  the  lad  that  held  the  plough. 
But  now  he  has  goud  and  gear  enough  ; 
I  weel  mind  the  day  when  he  was^na'  worth  a  groat, 
And  ihame  fa',  &c. 

Jenny  was  the  lafs  that  mucked  the  byre, 
But  now  file  goes  in  her  illken  attire  : 
And  flic  was  a  lafs  who  wore  a  plaiding  coat. 
And  ihame  fa',  &c. 

Yet  a'  this  fliall  never  danton  me, 

Sae  lang's  I  keep  my  fancy  free  ; 

While  I've  but  a  penny  to  pay  t'other  pot, 

May  the  d— 1  take  the  gear  and  the  bagrie  o't. 

WE'RE 
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WE'RE  gayly  yet,  and  we're  gayly  yet, 
And  we're  no  vei-y  fou,  but  we're  gayly  y«t». 
Then  fit  ye  a  while  and  tipple  a  bit, 
For  we're  no  very  fou,  but  we're  gayly  yet. 

There  was  a  lad,  and  they  ca'd  hi.in  Dicky, 
He  gae  me  a  kifs,  and  I  bit  his  lippy  ; 
Then  under  my  apron  he  ihew'd  me  a  trick  5 
And  we're  no  very  fou,  but  we're  gayly  yet* 
And  we're  gayly  yet,  &c. 
There  were  three  lads,  and  they  were  clad, 
There  were  three  laiTes  and  them  they  had. 
Three  trees  in  the  orchyard  are  newly  fprung. 
And  we's  a  get  gear  enough,  we're  but  young. 

Then  up  wi't  Ailly,  Ailly,   up  wi't  Ailly  now. 
Then  up  wi't  Ailly,  quo' cummer,  we*s  a' get  roaring  fou  : 
And  one  was  kiO:  in  the  barn,  another  was  kifl  on  the 
And  t'other  behind  the  peafe  ftack,  CS'^een» 

Till  the  mow  flew  up  to  her  een. 
Then  up  wi't  Ailly,  &c. 

Now,  fy,  John  Thomfon  run, 

Gin  ever  ye  ran  in  your  life  ; 

De'il  get  you,  but  hey,  my  dear  Jack, 

There's  a  man  got  a  bed  with  your  wife» 

Then  up  went,  &c. 

Then  away  John  Thomibn  ran, 
And  I  trow  he  ran  with  fpeed  ; 
But  before  he  had  run  his  length, 
The  falfe  loon  had  done  the  deed. 
We're  gayly  yet,  &c. 


A 


S  I  went  rambling  up  the  ftreet, 
The  brewer's  dofe  my  brains  did  heat; 

My 
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My  head  grew  heavy,  and  heels  grew  iighf. 

And  this  likes  my  humour  well,  brave  boys. 

As  I  cariie  t)y  a  cobler's  Hall, 

The  ftones  with  my  nofe  a  fighting  did  fall. 

We  kift  and  made  friends,  and  that  was  all, 

And  this  likes,  &c. 

The  cenilable  heard  mc  curfe  and  damn, 

He  bid  me  ftand,  if  I  was  a  man  ; 

I  told  him  he  bid  me  do  more  than  I  can. 

And  when  I  came  liame,  my  wife  ftie  did  fcold  ç 
The  more  Ihe  did  fcold  I  told  her  to  hold, 
For  I  faid,  an  be  damn'd,  I  wont  be  controul'd. 
My  landlady  tells  me  to  pay  my  fcore  ; 
She  calls  me  drunk,  I  call  lier  a  whore  ; 
Then  I  kick  my  landlady  out  of  the  door. 

My  landlady's  cellar  ihallbemy  bed, 

And  on  a  butt  I'll  lay  my  head  : 

The  world  goes  round,  and  the  devil  is  dead. 


WHEN  I've  a  fixpence  under  my  thumb. 
Then  I  get  credit  in  ilka  town  : 
Bat  ay,  when  I'm  poor,  they  bid  me  gang  by  ; 
O  1  poverty  parts  good  company. 

Todlin  hame,  todlin  hamc, 

Cou'd  nae  my  love  come  todlin  hame. 
Fair-fa'  the  goodwife,  and  fend  her  good  falc, 
She  gi'es  us  white  bin  nocks  to  drink  her  ale. 
Syne  if  that  her  tippony  chance  to  be  fma', 
We  tak  a  good  fcour  o't,  and  ca't  awa'. 

Todlin  hame,  todlin  hame, 

Â&  round ^s  a  neep,  we  come  todlin  hame. 


My 
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My  kîmmer  and  I  lay  down  to  fleep,  ' 
\Vi*  twa  pint-ftoups  at  our  bed  feet  ;  !      . 

And  ay  when  we  waken'd,  we  drank  them  dry  :  , 
What  thhik  ye  of  my  wee  kim^'cr  and  I  ? 

Todlin  butt,  and  todlin  ben, 

Sae  round  as  my  loove  comes  todlin  hame, 

Leez  me  on  liquor,  my  todlin  dow, 
Ye're  ay  fae  good  humour'd  when  weetj^  your  mou 
When  ibber,  lae  four,  ye'U  fight  wi'  aiîS,    ""r^ 
That  *tisa  blyth  fight  to  the  bairns  and  me, 
When  todlin  hame,  todlin  hame,  ^ 

When  round  as  neep  ye  come  todlin  hame. 


JOLLY  mortals,  fill  your  glaiîès  ; 
Noble  deeds  are  done  by  wine  ;    . 
Scorn  the  nymph  and  all  her  graces  : 
Who'd  for  love  or  beauty  pine  ? 

Look  upon  this  bowl  that's  flowing. 
And  a  thoufand  charms  you'll  finJ, 

More  than  Chloe  when  juft  going. 
In  the  moment  to  be  kind. 

Alexander  hated  thinking. 

Drank  about  at  council-board. 
Made  friends,  and  gain'd  the  world  by  drinking 

More  than  by  his  conquering  fword. 


LET  us  drink  and  be  merry,  dance,  joke  and  rejoicç 
With  claret,  canary,  theorbo  and  voice  ; 
The  changeable  world  to  our  joys  are  unjuil. 
And  all  pleafure's  ended  wlien  we  are  in  duft. 
In  mirth  let  us  fpend  our  fpare  hours  and  our  pence, 
For  we  fliall  be  paiiit  an  hundred  years  hence. 

The 
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The  butterfly  courtier,  that  pageant  of  ílate. 
The  moufe-trap  of  honour,  and  May-game  of  fate  ; 
For  all  his  ambition,  his  freaks  and  his  tricks, 
He  muft  die  like  a  biimpkin,  and  fall  into  Styx  : 
His  plot  againft  death  s  but  a  (lender  pretence. 
Who'll  take  his  pUcefrom  him  an  hundred  years  hence! 
The  beautiful  brWe,  who  with  garlands  is  crown'd, 
And  kills  with  each  glance  as  ihe  treads  on  the  ground  ; 
Her  glittering  drefs  does  caft  fuch  a  fplendor, 
As  if  none  were  fit  but  the  ftars  to  attend  her  ; 
Altho'  ihe  is  pleafant,  and  fweet  to  the  fenfe^ 
She'll  be  damnable  mouldy  an  hundred  years  hence. 
'  The  right-hearted  foldier,  who's  a  ftranger  to  fear. 
Calls  up  all  his  ipirits  when  danger  is  near  ; 
He  labours  and  fights,  great  honour  to  gain. 
And  certainly  thhiks  it  will  ever  remain  ; 
But  virtue-and  courage  prove  in  vain  a  pretence. 
To  flouriih  his  itandard  an  hundred  years  hence. 
The  merchant  wh©  ventures  liis  all  on  the  main, 
Ivîot  doubting  to  grafp  what  the  Indies  contain. 
He  buzzes  and  buftles  like  a  bee  in  the  fpring, 
Yet  knows  not  what  harveft  the  autumn  will  bring  ; 
Tho'  fortune's  great  queen  ihould  load  him  with  pence. 
He'll  ne'er  reach  the  market  an  hundred  years  hence. 
The  rich  bawlmg  lawyer,  who,  by  fools  wrangling 
Can  fpin  out  a  fuit  to  the  end  of  a  life  ;  (itrife, 

A  fuit  which  the  client  does  wear  out  in  flav'ry, 
"VVhilft  the  pleader  makes  conici'nce  a  cloak  for  his 

knav'ry  ;  . 

Tho'  he  boafts  of  his  cunning,,  and  brags  of  his  fenfe. 
He'll  be  no?i  ejl  inventus  aja  hundred  years  hence. 

The  pluih-coated  quack,  who,  his  fees  to  enlarge, 
Kills  people  by  licence,  and  at  their  own  charge^; 
He  builds  up  fair  ftruitures  v/ith  ili-gottcn  wealth, 
By  the  dregs  of  a  pifs-pot,  and  ruins  of  health  : 
Vol.  11,  C  c  By 
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By  the  treafures  of  health  he  pretends  to  difpeníé. 
He'll  be  turn'd  into  mummy  an  hundred  years  hence. 

The  meagre-chop'd  uf'rer,   who  on  hundreds  gets 

twenty,  / 

But  ftarves  in  his  wealth,  and  pines  in  his  plenty, 
Lays  up  for  a  feafon  he  never  will  fee, 
1  he  year  of  one  thoufand  eight  hundred  and  three  : 
He  rauft  change  all  his  houfes,  his  lands  and  his  rentSj, 
For  a  worm-eaten  coffin  an  hundred  years  hence. 
The  learned  divine,  with  all  his  pretenfions 
To  knowledge  fuperior,  and  heavenly  maniions  ; 
Who  lives  by  the  tithe  of  other  folks  labour,        ■  l^ 
Yet  expeits  that  his  bleíTmg,  be  receiv'd  as  a  favour  f 
1  ho'  he  talks  of  the  fpirit,  and  bewilders  our  fenfe, 
Knows  not  what  will  come  of  him  an  hundred  years 
The  poet  himfelf,  who  fo  loftily  fings,  (hence. 

And  fcorns  any  fubjeâ:  but  heroes  or  kings, 
Muil  to  the  capricio  of  fortune  fubmit. 
Which  will  make  a  fool  of  him,  in  fpite  of  his  wit  ; 
Thus  health,  wealth  and  beauty,  wit,  learning  and 

fenfe, 
Muft  ail  come  to  nothing  an  hundred  years  hence. 
Why  ihould  we  turmoil  then  in  cares  and  in  fears. 
By  converting  our  joys  into  fighs  and  to  tears  î 
Since  pieafures  abound,  let  us  ever  be  tailing, 
And  drive  away  forrow,  while  vigour  is  laiUng, 
We'll  kifs  the  brisk  damfels,  that  we  may  from  úience 
Have  brats  to  fucceed  us  an  hundred  years  hence. 

The  true-hearted  mafon,  who  acts  on  the  fquare. 
And  lives  within  compafs,  by  rules  that  are  fair  ; 
Whilfl:  honour,  and  confcience,  approve  all  his  deeds> 
As  virtue,  and  prudence  direéls,  he  proceeds, 
With  friendfliip,  and  love,  difcretion,  and  fenfe,         | 
LfCaves  a  pattern  for  brothers^  an  hundred  years  henceil 
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NOW  the  fun's  gane  out  o'  ilght, 
Beet  the  ingle,  and  fnuff  the  hght  ; 
In  glens  the  fairies  skip  and  dance, 
And  witches  wallop  o'er  to  France, 
Up  in  the  air 
On  my  bonny  grey  mare, 
And  I  fee  her  yet,  and  I  fee  her  yet. 
Up  in,  &c. 

The  wind's  drifting  hail  and  fna' 
O'er  frozen  hags,  like  a  foot  ba'  ; 
Nae  itarns  keek  thro'  the  azure  ilit, 
'Tis  cauld,  and  mirk  as  ony  pit. 

The  man  i'  the  moon 

Is  carouilng  aboon  ; 
D*  ye  fee,  d'  ye  fee,  d'  ye  fee  him  yeta 

The  man,  &c. 

Take  your  glafs  to  clear  your  een, 
*Tis  the  elixir  heals  the  fpleen, 
Baith  wit  and  mirth  it  will  infpire. 
And  gently  puffs  the  lover's  fire. 

Up  in  the  air, 

It  drives  away  care  t 
Ha*e  wi'ye,  ha'e  wi'  ye,  andha'e  wi'  ye,  lads,yeî. 

Up  in,  &c. 

Steek  the  doors,  keep  out  the  froíl  ; 
Come,  "Willie,  gie's  about  ye*r  toft  ; 
Til't,  lads,  and  lilt  it  out. 
And  let  us  hae  a  blythfomc  bout. 

Up  wi't  there,  there, 

Dinna cheat,  but  drink  fair; 
Huzza,  huzza,  and  huzza,  lads,  yet» 

Up  wi't,  6cc. 

C  C  2  i 
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OSTÎR  her  np  and  had  her  ga'en-^ 
Her  mither's  at  the  mill,  ja; 
But  gin  (he  vvinna  tak  a  man. 

E'en  let  her  tak  her  will,  jo. 
Pray  thee,  lad,  leave  filly  thinking, 

Caft  thy  cares  of  love  away  ;  < 

Let's  our  forrows  drown  in  drinking, 
,     'Tis  daffin  langer  to  delay. 
See  that  ftiining  glafs  of  claret>.  .  ,^ 

How  invitingly  it  looka  %  If 

Take  it  aff,  and  let's  have  mair  o%  '' 

Pox  on  fighting,  trade,  and  books, 
Let's  have  pleafure  while  we're  able^ 

Bring  us  in  the  meikle  bowl, 
Plac't  on  the  middle  of  the  table, 

And  let  wind  and  v/eather  gowk 

Call  the  drawer,  let  hira  fill  it 

Fou,  as  ever  it  can  hold  : 
O  tak  tent  ye  dinna  fpill  it, 

*Tis  mair  precious  far  than  gold. 
By  you've  drunk  a  dozen  bumpers,, 

Bacchus  will  begin  to  prove. 
Spite  of  Venus  and  her  mwmpers. 

Drinking  better  is  than  love« 


I'LL  fail  upon  the  dog-ilar, 
.And  then  purfuethe  morning  î 
I'll  chace  the  moon  till  it  be  noon, 
I'll  make  her  leave  her  horning,. 

I'll  climb  the  frofîy  mountain, 

And  there  I'll  coin  the  weather  j 
I'll  tear  the  rainbow  from  the  sky^ 
'Tl  And  ty  both  ends  together; 
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The  ílars  pluck  from  the  orbs  too^. 

And  crowd  them  in  my  budget  ;, 
And  whether  I'm  a  roaring  boy, 

Let  Greiham  college  judge  it» 

While  I  mount  yon  blue  coelum, 
To  ihun  the  tempting  gypÎîes, 

Pîay  at  foot  ball  with  fun  and  mooxt^ 
AjmI  fright  ye  with  ccUpfes. 


OLD  Chîrotï  thus  preach 'd  $o  his  pupil  AchriîeS;, 
I'll  tell  thee,  young  gentleman,  what  the  fatet 

You,  my  boy,  muft  go  (will  is  î 

(The  gods  will  have  it  Co) 

To  the  iiege  of  Troy  ; 
Thence  neverto  return  to  Greece  agai% 
But  before  thofe  walls  to  be  ùain. 
Let  not  your  noble  courage  be  call  down. 
But  all  the  while  you  ly  before  the  town, 
Drink  and  drive  care  away,  drink  and  be  merry  % 
You'll  ne'er  go  the  fooner  to  the  Stygian  ferry. 


SUM  up  all  the  delights  this  world  does  produce,, 
The  darling  allurements  now  chiefly  in  ufe  ; 
You'll  find,  If  compared,  there's  none  can  contend 
"With  the  folid  enjoyments  of  a  bottle  and  friend. 
For  honour,  and  wealth,  and  beauty  may  wafte  5 
Thefe  joys  often  fade,  and  rarely  do  kft  % 
They're  fo  hard  to  attain,  and  foeafily  loft. 
That  the  pleafure  ne'er  anfwers  the  trouble  and  coft. 

Kone  but  wine,and  true  friendihip,are  tailing  and  iure;^ 

From  jealoufy  free,  and  from  envy  fecure  ; 

Then  fill  all  the  glaíFes,  until  they  run  o'er, 

A  friend,  and  good  wine,  are  the  charms  we  adosfc     • 
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ÏF  Phiîlîs  denies  me  relief. 
If  ihe's  angry,  I'll  feek  it  in  wine  J 
Tho'  Ihe  laughs  at  my  am'rous  grief, 
At  my  mirth  why  ihou'd  fiie  repine  ? 
At  my  mirth,  &c. 

The  fparkling  Champaign  íhall  remove- 
All  the  cares  my  dull  grief  has  in  ftore  î 

Ky  reafon  I  loft  when  I  lov'c^ 

And  by  drinking  what  can  I  do  more  ? 

And  by,  &c.  ^   | 

"Wou'd  Phillis  but  pity  my  paiii^  ,  |t  -3^ 

Or  my  am*^rous  vows  wou'd  approve^ 

The  juice  of  the  grape  I'd  difdain. 
And  be  drunk  with  nothing  but  lovC; 


WOU'D  you  know  how  we  meet  o-'er  our  j<^« 
full  bowls  ? 
As  we  mingle  our  liquors,  we  miagk  our  fouls,. 
1  heiharp  melts  the  fweet,  the  kind  fooths  the  ftrong^ 
And  nothing  but  friendfliip  grows  all  the  night  long 5 
•We  drink,  laugh,  and  celebrate  ev'ry  defire  ;, 
JLove  only  remains  our  unijuenchabie  fire. 


NOW  Phebus  finketh  in  the  weft, 
Welcome  fong,  and  welcome  jeíí^ 
Midnight  ihout  and  revelry, 
Tipfy  dance,  and  jollity  ; 
Braid  your  locks  with  roiie  twin^, 
33ropping  odours,  dropping  wine» 
iligotir  now  is  gone  to  bed, 

And  advice  with  fcrup'lous  head  y  _  '^^. 

Striít  age,  and  fowre  feverity,  ::^ 

With  their  grave  faws,  in  Cumber  lye.  HO W*^ 
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HOW  happy  are  we,  when  the  wind  is^  abaft. 
And  theboatfwain  he  pipes,  hawl  both  our  iheets 
aft? 
Steady,  fteady,.  lays  the  mafter,  it  blows  a  freih  gale  ; 
We'Jlfoon  reach  our  port,  boys,  if  the  wind  does  not  .fail. 
Then  drink  about  Tom,  altho'  the  ihip  roll; 
"We'll  fave  our  rich  liquor  by  flinging  our  bowl. 

LIFE  is  checquer'd--toii  and  pleaiure 
Fill  up  ail  the  various  meafure. 
See  the  crew  in  flannel  jerkins  ; 
Prinking,  toping  flip  by  firkins  j. 

And  as  they  raiiè  the  tip 

To  their  happy  lip, 
On  the  deck  is  beard  no  other  found, 

But  prithee,  Jack,  prithee,  Dick, 

Prithee,  Sam,  prithee,  Tom, 
|Lct  tlie  cann  go  round. 

Chorus. 
Then  hark  to  the  boatfwain's  whiílle,  whiftfe. 
Then  hark  to  the  boatfwain's  whiftle,  whiftie, 
Buille,  buftle,  buiVie,  brave  boys, 
Let  us  ilir,  let  us  toil, 
But  lei's  drink  all  the  while, 
For  labour's  the  prize  of  our  'pji^ 
For  Iabaur?s,^':6íe5^í^ . 

Life  is  chequer''d---tc>ií'^aUíí^j®Ífere; 
Fill  up  all  the  var^s  meafure  ;'^;,^ 
Hark,  the  crew  with  fun-burnt  i^S|  ; 
Chanting  black-ey'd  Sufari^s  graces  î        •  - 

And  as  they  raife  their  notes, 

Thro'  their  r^uûy  throats. 
On  the  deck,  &c. 

Life  is  chequer'd— toil  and  plcailirc 

Fill  up  all  the  various  mcafiare;  fhrky 
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Hark,  tîie  crew  their  cares  difcarding. 
With  hufsle-cap,  or  with  chuck-farthing 
Still  in  a  merry  pin, 
"Whether  they  loie  or  win. 
On  the  deck,  &c. 


By  Mr.  Congreve. 

WE'LL  drink,  and  we*ll  never  have  done,   boys» 
Put  the  giafs  then  around  with  the  fun,  boys. 
Let  Apollo's  example  invite  us, 
For  he's  drunk  every  night, 
That  makes  him  fo  bright, 

That  he's  able  next  morning  to  light  us. 
Drinking's  a  chriftian  diveriion, 
Unknown  to  Turk  and  the  Periian  : 

Let  Mahometan  fools  v 

Live  by  heatheniih  rules, 
And  dream  o'er  their  tea-pots  and  coffee  5 
While  the  brave  Britons  fing. 
And  drink  healths  to  their  king. 
And  a  fig  for  their  Sultan  and  Sophy. 

WHILST  the  town's  brimful  of  folly. 
And  runs  gadding  after  Polly, 
Let  us  take  a  chearful  glais  ; 
Tell  me,  Damon,  where's  the  pleafure 
Of  beftowing  time  and  treafure, 
For  to  make  one's  Îèlf  an  afs  ? 

I'm  for  joys  are  lefs  expeniive. 
Where  the  pieafure's  more  extenfive. 

And  from  dull  attention  free  ; 
Where  my  Celia,  o'er  a  bottle, 
Can,  when  tir'd  with  am'rous  prattle, 

Sing  old  fongs  as  well  as  Ifec.  TOBIP 


C     Z^9    > 

By  H.  Carey, 

TOBY  Swill 
Has  ne'er  his  fill, 

Tho'  he  drinks  from  night  to  day  ; 
But  ibon  as  e'er 
The  rcck'ning's  call'd. 

Then  Toby  fneaks  away. 
Toby  laughs, 
And  puns  and  quaffs^ 

Until  a  bill  is  caird  ; 

That  Itrikes  him  dumb, 
He's  then  hum-drum, 

And  all  his  mirth  is  pall'd»^ 

Pay  but  his  ihot,. 

'Tis  all  forgot, 
And  he  again  is  gay  j 

He'll  ftand  the  rub 

Of  a  \thule  club. 
To  drink,  and  not  to  pay. 


BACCHUS,  one  day  gaily  ftriding 
On  his  never-failing  tun> 
Sneaking  empty  pots  deriding. 

Thus  addreft  each  toping  Îôn  j 
Praife  tlie  joys  that  never  vary. 
And  adore  the  liquid  ihrinc  } 
All  things  noble,  gay  and  airy. 
Are  perform 'd  by  gen'rous  wine» 

Ancient  heroes,  crown'd  with  glory. 

Owe  their  noble  rife  to  me  ; 
The  poet  wrote  the  flanaing  ftory^ 

Fir'd  by  my  divinity  : 
If  my  influence  is  wanting, 
.  Mufic'j  charms  but  flowly  move';  Beawty 
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Beauty  too  in  vain  lyes  panting, 

'Tiil  I  fill  the  fwain  with  love, 
ïf  you'd  know  a  Jailing  pleafure, 

Mortals  this  way  bend  your  eyes  ; 
From  my  ever-flowing  treafure, 

Charming  fcenes  of  blefs  ariíé. 
Here's  the  foothing  balmy  bleiïïng. 

Sole  difpelier  ofyour  pain  ; 
Gloomy  fouls  from  care  releaiing  ; 

He  who  drinks  not,  lives  in  vain. 


OLD  Saturn,  that  drone  of  a  god, 
And  father  of  all  the  divine  ; 
Still  governM  the  world  with  a  nod, 

Yet  fancy'd  brisk  women  and  wine  ; 
And  when  he  was  whimfical  grown, 

By  fipping  his  plentiful  bowl, 
Then  frankly  the  truth  he  would  own. 
That  a  wench  was  the  joy  of  his  fouL 

Great  Jupiter,  like  his  old  dad, 

To  love  and  a  bottle  inclin'd  ; 
"When  mellow,  was  conilantly  glad 

To  find  a  plump  girl  to  his  mind  ; 
And  then,  as  the  ftory  is  told, 

He'd  conjure  himfelf  in  her  arms  ; 
As  once  in  a  ihowerof  gold 

He  rifled  fair  Danae*s  charms. 

Stern  Mars,  the  great  god  of  the  field. 

All  day  tho'  delighting  in  bloocJ, 
At  night  his  fierce  godihip  would  yield 

To  beauty  and  wine  that  was  good  > 
With  Nedar  he'd  cheriih  his  heart, 
-  /And  raife  up  his  wanton  délires  ; 

Then 
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Then  to  Venus,  his  darling,  impart 

The  warmth  of  his  amorous  fires. 
Apollo,  the  patron  of  bays, 

Full  gobblets  would  merrily  drain. 
And  fmg  forth  poetical  lays, 

When  the  fumes  had  got  into  his  brain: 
But  ilill  as  he  whimfical  grew, 

By  toping  the  juice  of  the  vine, 
To  Parnaifus  daily  he  flew, 

To  kifs  all  the  muiical  nine. 

Sly  Mercury  too,  like  the  reft. 

Made  wenching  and  wine  his  delight^ 
And  thought  himfelf  perfeéliy  biefl: 

With  a  bottle  and  miftrefs  at  night  : 
No  wonder  debauches  he  lov'd, 

And  cheating  his  pleafure  he  made  ; 
For  the  gods  have  ev'ry  one  prov'd 

That  pimping  was  always  his  trade. 

Plump  Bacchus,  that  tun-belly'd  ibt. 

His  thirft  could  but  ieldom  allay. 
Till  aftride  o'er  a  hogiliead  he  got, 

And  drunk  all  the  liquor  away  ; 
As  long  as  upright  he  could  fit. 

He'd  ftrenuoufly  bellow  for  more  *, 
When  drank,  then  the  veilel  would  quit, 

And  reel  to  fome  Bacchanal  whore. 

By  Mr,  Cowley. 

BUSY,  curious,  thirfty  fly, 
Drink  with  me,  and  drink  as  Ï, 
Freely  welcome  to  my  cup, 
Coukift  thou  fip,  and  fip  it  up  ; 
Make  the  moft  of  life  you  may. 
Life  is  fliort,  and  wears  away. 
Life  is,  &;c.  Both 


(      312      ) 

Both  alike  are  mine  and  thine, 
Hail'ning  quick  to  their  decline  ; 
Thine's  a  fummer,  mine  no  more, 
Tho'  repeated  to  threeicore  ; 
Threefcore  fummers  when  they're  gone, 
Will  appear  as  ihort  as  oac, 
Will  appear,  &c. 


WHEN,  lovely  Phillis,  thou  art  kind. 
Nought  but  raptures  fill  my  mind; 
'Tis  then  I  think  thee  Co  divine, 
T'  excel  the  mighty  pow'r  of  wine  : 
But  when  thou  infuit'ft,  and  laugh'il  at  my  pain, 
Ï  wafh  thee  away  with  fparkling  champaign  ; 
So  bravely  contemn  both  the  boy  and  his  mother. 
And  drive  out  one  god  by  die  pow'r  of  another. 
When  pity  in  thy  looks  I  fee, 
Ï  freely  quit  my  friends  for  thee  ; 
Perfualive  love  fo  charms  me  then. 
My  freedom  I'd  not  wi(h  again  : 
But  when  thou  art  cruel,  and  heed'ft  not  my  care, 
Then  ftreight  with  a  bumper  I  baniih  defpair; 
So  bravely,  &c 


FROM  good  liquor  ne'er  (brink. 
In  friend  (hip  we'll  drink. 
And  drown  all  grim  care  and  pale  forrow  î 
Let  us  husband  to-day, 
For  time  flies  fwift  away, 
And  no  one's  afTur'd  of  to-morrow. 
Of  all  the  gay  fages 
That  grac'd  the  paft  ages, 

Dad 
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î>SLà  Noah  the  moft  did  excel  ; 

He  firft  planted  the  vine, 

Firft  tailed  the  wine^ 
And  got  nobly  drunk,  as  they  teÍL 

Say,  why  ihould  not  we 

Get  as  bosky  as  he, 
Shice  here's  liquor  as  well  will  infpire  ? 

Then  fill  up  my  glaft, 

I'll  fee  that  it  pafs  . 
To  the  manes  oi  that  good  old  fire. 


SOME  liken  man  to  brittle  glafs, 
Some  to  a  burning  taper, 
To  garden  flow'rs,  or  meadow  gcafs, 

Or  to  a  fifing  vapour.  ^*:!;.  u;  .. 
But  doubtlefs  beer  in  barrel  tunn'd, 

Or  clofe  in  bottle  pent,  ■ 

Does  human  life  thro'  all  its  round 

Moft  clearly  reprefent. 
The  infant  drink  will  drivTrng  dofe, 

And  cry  like  child  in  cradle  ; 
You  muft  let  neither  lie  too  loofe. 

Nor  yet  too  clofely  fwaddle. 

Kewale,  you  know,  is  full  of  wind. 

Wanting  due  time  to  ftale  it; 
The  dregs,  not  yet  by  age  refin'd^ 

Are  naufeous  to  the  palate. 

Freffi  hops  fometimes  our  art  employs. 

To  re<ftify  the  liquor  ; 
And  who  believes,  but  that  the  boy's 

Correélion  is  a  bitter  ? 

At  length,  improv'd  by  rip*ning  age. 
Both  man  and  beer  grow  bright  ; 
Vol.  IL  Dd  To 
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To  conveifdtîon  they  engage,  h  imK^ 

And  ev'ry  friend  delight.  .,A',:r-: 

Bnt  if  the  cork  be  naught  in  one,'  ' 

And  weak  the  head  in  t'ofher,  : 
'The  liquor's  flat,  and  dunce  the  man, 

And  neither  can  recover. 


PHILLTS,  asherwine  |hp,Gp'û  in,     '      .,; 
Gaily  talking  with  hèrfwain, 
liito  iie.r  hand  he  flily  flip'din. 
Toi,  loi,  loi,  loi, 
A  full  glafs  of  brisk  champaign. 

Why  fo  coy,  faid  he,  and  fickle  i 

Muft  I  always  figh  in  vain  ? 
Muft  I  never  hope  to  tickle,  _   ;  ;  :(^ 

Toi,  loi,  &Ç.  0 

Your  ear  witíi  a  merry  ftrain  ?  ^ 

Long  have  I  been  tofs'd  and  fretting. 

Like  a  failor  on  the  main  ; 
S  are,  at  length,  'tis  tune  to  get  in. 
Toi,  loi,  &c. 

To  the  port  I  hope  to  gain. 
Hearts  y<5u  talí^  delight  in  ftealing, 

Of  nev/  C'Oíiquefts  ftill  are  vain  ; 
Torture  otíiers,  i;vhilft  I'm  feeling, 
Toi,  iol,  Sec. 

Pîeafure  that  is  void  of  pain. 

Won  at  length,  flie  liften'd  kindly, 

And  from  love  could  not  refrain  ; 
So  in  the  nick  the -nymph  was  finely. 
Toi,  loi,  Sec.      ' 

Fitted  for  her  cold  difdain/ 

Trnt 
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COME  to  my  arms,  my  treifare, 
Thou  fpring  of  all  my  joy  ; 
Without  thy  aid  alÍ  pleafure 

Muft  languiih,  fade  and  die. 
In  vain  is  all  refiilance, 
When  arm'd  witli  thy  aíTiílancf, 

Wliat  fair  one  can  deny  ? 
Then  fill  around  the  glaíTes, 

And  thus  we'll  drink  and  chanty. 
May  all  the  dear  kind  laifes 

Have  all  they  wiih  or  want.  Da  Capo. 


HERE-'S  to  thee,    my  Damon^  let's  drink  and  be 
merry,  -  - 

And  drown  all  our  cares  in  full  bumpers  of  iherry  ; 
Commit  ev'ry  care  to  the  guardians  above. 
And  we'll  live,  like  immortals,  in  pleafure  and  love> 
Here's  Phillis's  health  ;  lo  !  the  liquor  flows  higher  ; 
*Tis  Phillis's  name  that  awakens  that  fire  : 
Since  the  liquor  is  clear,  let  our  eloquence  ihine. 
And  fancy  be  brisk,  a&  the  fparkling  wine. 

Ye  nymphs,  and  ye  graces,  ye  cuprds,  ye  fwalns. 
Go  pluck  the  fweet  rofes,  the  pride  of  the  plains  ; 
Pluck  only  fuch  rofes  as  worthy  the  fair, 
And  weave  her  a  chaplet  with  diligent  care. 

While  to  yon  cool  poplar's  kind  ihade  we  retire, 
To  melt  in  embraces,  and  mingle  our  fire  ; 
In  languiihing  bliíTes  we'll  live  and  we'll  die, 
She'll  melt  in  the  flames  that  I  catch  at  her  eye. 


o 


FT  Tra  by  the  women  told. 
Poor  Anacreon,  thou  grow'ft  old  ; 

D  d  2  Sae 
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See  how  thy  hairs  are  falling  all  ! 
isee,  poor  Anacreon,  how  they  fall  I 
W  hether  I  grow  old  or  no, 
By  th'  effedis  I  do  not  know. 
This  I  know,  without  being  told, 
'Tis  time  to  live,  if  I  grow  old  ; 
'Tis  time,  ihort  pleafure  now  to  take  ; 
Of  little  life  the  bed  to  make, 
And  manage  wifely  the  laft  iiake. 


From  yinacreon,  by  Mr.  Cowley. 
Tune,  Nanny-0, 

THE  thirfty  earth  drinks  up  the  rain, 
And  drinks,  and  gapes  for  drink  again. 
The  plants  fuck  in  the  earth,  and  are 
With  confiant  drinking  frefti  and  fair. 
The  fea  itfelf,  which  one  would  think 
Should  have  but  little  need  of  drink, 
Drink^j  ten  thoufand  rivers  up, 
So  fiii'd,  that  they  o'erflow  the  cup. 

The  bufy  fun  (and  one  (hould  guefs. 
By 's  drunken  fiery  face,  no  lefs) 
Drinks  up  the  fea  ;  and  when  he's  done, 
The  moon  and  ftars  drink  up  the  fun  ; 
They  drink  and  dance  by  their  own  lights 
They  drink  and  revel  all  the  night  ; 
Nothing  in  nature's  fober  found. 
But  an  eternal  health  goes  round. 
Fill  up  the  bowl  then,  fill  it  high. 
Fill  all  the  glaíTes  there  ;  for  why 
Shou'd  ev'ry  creature  drink  but  I, 
Ye  men  of  morals,  tell  me  why  ? 


A 


S  tippling  John  was  jogging  on. 
Upon  a  riot  night,  VVitll 
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With  tottetîng  pace,  and  fiery  face, 

Sufpicious  of  high  flight  ;     '  '      ' 
The  guards,  who  took  him  by  his  look 

For  fome  chief  fiery-brand, 
Ask'd ,  whence  he  came  ?  what  was  his  name? 

Who  are  yoa  ?  ftand,  friend,  ftand. 

i'm  going  home,  from  meeting  come. 

Ay,  fays  one,  that's  the  cafe  ; 
Some  meeting  he  has  burnt,  you  fee 
•'    The  flame's  ftill  in  his  face 
John  thought  it  time  to  purge  his  crime. 

And  faid,  ray  chief  intent 
Was  to  ailwagemy  thirily  rage, 

I'  the  meeting  that  I  meant. 

Come,  friend,  be  plain,  you  trifle  in  vaiir  j 

Says  one,  pray  let  us  know. 
That  we  may  find  how  you're  inclin'd. 

Are  you  high  church  or  k>w  ? 
John  faid  to  that,  I'll  tell  you  what. 

To  end  debates  and  ilrife. 
All  I  can  fay,  this  is  the  way 

I  fteer  my  courfe  of  life. 

Ï  ne'er  to  Bow,  nor  Burgeis  go^. 

To  fteeple,  houfe,  nor  hall. 
The  brisk  bar-bell  beft  fuits  my  zeal^ 

With,  ge^itlemen,  d'  ye  call  j 
Gaefs  thea,  am  I  low  church  or  high  f 

From  tavern  or  the  fteeple, 
Whofe  merry  toll  exahs  the  foul. 

And  muil  make  high  flown  people." 

The  guards  came  on,  and  look'd  at  Johijt 

With  countenance  raoft  pleafant, 
^y  whifper  round,  they  all  foon  fouivd 

He  was  no  daniag'd  peafant» 

D  d  3  TÊtu» 
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Thus  while  John  ftood,  the  beft  he  couMj 

Expeiling  their  decifion  ; 
Damn  him,  lays  one,  let  him  be  gone. 

He's  of  our  own  religion. 

Tune,  If  lovers  afweet  pajjion,  &c.   -  ' 

SAY,  goo<l  maftcr Bacchus  aílride  on  your  but, 
Since  our  champagne's  all  gone,  and  our  claret's 
run  out;  ,  ,  ,  " 

"Which  of  all  the  brisk  wines  in  your  empire  that  grow, 
Will  ferve  to  delight  your  poor  drunkards  below  ? 
ReÎbîve  us,  great  fir,  and  foon  fend  it  over. 
Left  we  die,  left  wc  die  of  the  fin  of  being  fober. 

-. . 1 ■    «r 

COME  lads,  ne'er  plague  your  heads 
With  what  is  done  in  Spain, 
But  leave  to  them,  who  are  fuprerae. 

To  fettle  peace  again  : 
pebating,  prating,  jumbhng,  grumbling. 

Pays  no  nation's  debt  : 
^Tís  time  muft  clear  it,  juft  like  claret, 
When  'tis  on  the  fret. 

Each  one  ihould  mind  his  own, 
Kot  bufineis  of  the  ftate  : 
'Tis  all  we  get,-  by  meddling,  yet. 

More  troubles  to  create. 
Our  wrangling,  jangling,  clam'ring,  hamm'rîngi 

But  difturb  the  town  ; 
•fvuch  men  of  mettle,  in  a  kettle 

Make  two  holes  for  one. 

If  you  the;dangers  knew 
Of  thofe  that  wear  a  crown, 
You'd  fcarce  envy  a  ftate  fo  high. 

But  wifely  ufe  your  own. 
TJnfteady,  giddy,  bufy,  dizzy, 

With  the  dazling  lieight  ;  Yet 
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Yet  daily  (looping,  almoft  drooping 

Underneath  the  weight. 

Low  fwains  that  range  the  plains, 
Their  native  freedom  keep, 
Who  yet  command,  with  crook  in  hand, 
Their  faithful  dog  and  iheep  : 
Their  leifure,  pleafure,  fporting  courting, 

None  but  time  deceive  ; 
Whilft  Amaryllis,  jug  and  Phillis, 

FIow*ry  garlands  weave. 


LET'S  drink,  my  frîendî,  while  here  we  live. 
The  fleeting  mom-ents,  as  they  pais, 
This  filent  admonition  give, 

T'  improve  our  time,  and  puih  the  gîaft. 

When  once  weVe  enter 'd  Charon's  boat, 

Fssrewell  to  drinking,  joys  divine. 
There's  not  a  drop  to  weet  our  throat, 

The  grave's  a  ceHar  void  of  wine. 


SINCE  drinking  has  power  to  bring  us  relief. 
Come  fill  up  a  bowl,  and  a  pox  on  all  grief  ; 
If  we  find  that  won't  do,  we'll  have  fuch  an  other, 
And  fo  we'll  proceed  from  one  bowl  to  another  ; 
Till,  like  ions  of  Apollo,  we'll  make  our  wit  ibar. 
Or,  in  homage  to  Bacchus,  fall  down  on  the  floor, 
Apollo  and  Bacchus  were  both  merry  ibuls, 
Each  of  them  delighted  to  t©fs  off  their  bowls  ; 
Then  let  us  ihew  ourfelves  mortals  of  merit. 
By  toafting  thefe  gods  in  a  bowl  of  good  claret  ; 
And  then  we  ihall  each  be  deierving  of  praife  ; 
But  the  man  that  drinks  moiï  fîiall  go  oíF  with  the  bays, 
^  WHILE 
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WHILE  the  lover-  is  thinking, 
With  my  friend  I'll  be  drinking, 
And  with  vigour  purfue  my  ddight  ; 
While  the  fool  is  defigning 
His  fatal  confining. 
With  Bacchus  I'll  fpend  the  whole  nigbt. 

With  the  god  I'll  be  jolly. 

Without  madnefs  and  folly  ; 
Fickle  woman  to  marry  implore  ; 

Leave  my  bottle  and  friend, 

For  fo  fooliih  an  end  ! 
When  I  do,  may  I  never  drink  more. 


By  Mr,  Cowley. 

FILL  the  bowl  with  rofie  wine. 
Around  our  temples  roles  twine  j 
And  let  us  chearfully  a  while 
Like  the  wine  and  rofcs  fmile  ; 
Crown'd  with  rofes,  we  contemn 
^Gyges  wealthy  diadem. 

To-day  is  ours,  ...what  do  we  fear  ? 
To-day  is  ouis,  we  have  it  here  s 
Let's  treat  it  kindly,  that  it  may 
Wiih,  at  leaft,  with  us  to  flay  : 
Let's  baniih  bus' nefs,  baniíh  forrôW, 
To  the  gods  belongs  to-morrow. 


By  Mr.  Cowley. 

UNDERNEATH  this  myrtle  ihade, 
On  flow'ry  beds  fupmely  laid  ; 
With  od'rous  oils  my  head  o'erflowing, 
And  around  it  rofes  growing  >  What 
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What  íhouM  I  do,  but  drink  away 
The  heat  and  troubles  of  the  day  Í 
In  this  more  than  kingly  ftate. 
Love  himfelf  ihail  on  me  wait. 
Fill  to  me,  love,  nay,  fill  it  up. 
And  mingled  cafl:  into  the  cup 
Wit  and  mirth,  and  noble  fires, 
Vigorous  health,  and  gay  defires. 
The  wheel  of  life  no  lefs  will  ftay, 
In  a  fmooth  than  ragged  way  ; 
Since  it  equally  doth  fly, 
Let  the  motion  pleaiant  be. 
Why  do  we  precious  ointments  fliow'r  ? 
Noble  wines,  why  do  we  pour  ? 
Beauteous  flowers,  why  do  we  fprcad 
Upon  the  mon'ments  of  the  dead  Î 
Nothing  they  but  duft  can  (how, 
Or  bones  that  haften  to  be  Co, 
Crown  me  with  rofes  whilft  I  live. 
Now  your  wiacs  and  ointments  give  ; 
After  death  I  nothing  crave. 
Let  me,  alive,  my  pleafures  have  ; 
All  are  ftoicks  in  the  grave. 


OF  all  the  occupations 
A  toper  is  the  beft  ; 
For,  when  the  world's  affairs  run  croft, 
Good  liquor  gives  him  reft. 
And  a  toping  we  will  go,  &c. 

Here's  to  thee,  honeft  toping  Jack, 

Here's  wine  will  chearthy  heart  j 
And  if  the  bottle's  almoft  out. 

We'll  have  the  other  quart. 

And  a  toping,  Sec.  What 


What  thd*  your  ibbèir  fi^eakcrs 

Call  jolly  topers  fwine  ; 
Becaule  they  wallow  in  the  dirt. 

And  we  do  fwim  in  wine  í 
The  mufic  that  delights  us  moit. 

Is  when  the  bar-bell  ring's  ;. 
For  when  the  wine's  got  in  our  heads. 

We  fancy  that  we're  kings. 
Good  liquor  drives  away  all  cares. 

Which  fo  preplex  mens  lives  ; 
For  when  we've  drank  our  courage  up. 

We  fear  no  fcolding  wives. 
We'll  drink  at  morn,  at  noon  and  night. 

The  glafs  ftiil  going  round; 
And  when  we  cannot  fit  upright, 

We'll  drink  upon  the  ground. 
See  how  the  ihining  fparkles  riiè, 

Then  fill  your  glaíTes  high  -, 
Tho'  gouty  pains  attack  your  iimb^s 

We'll  drink  until  we  die. 
The  lover  lives  on  Celiacs  fmiles, 

And  if  ihe  frowns,  he  dies  ; 
But  what  are  female  fmiles  or  frowns, 

To  jolly  drinking  boys  ? 
hei  mifers  heap  up  ilore  of  gold. 

To  pleafe  their  greedy  fouls  j 
The  greateft  blifs  we  topers  find,  . 

Is  in  full  flowing  bowls. 
Let  Whigs  and  Tories  plague  their  heads, 

To  fettle  ftate  affairs  ; 
We'll  drink,  and  all  our  time  caroufe. 

If  we  live  a  thoufand  years. 

And  a  toping,  &c. 
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Tune,  Hark,  awûf,  &c. 

JOLLY  fouls  that' are  generous  and  fi-ee. 
And  true  vot'ries  to  Baccllus  will  be,  r  ■ 

To  great  Bacchus' ihrmç  lets  irepair. 
And  a  bottle  or  two  offer  there. 
Chorus.  Exempt  from  cxcife,  our  joys  higher  rife, , 
Still  drinking,  ne'er  thinking  of  what  is  to  pay  ^  « 
Our  bottle  at  night,  gives  us  joy  and  delight, 

And  drowns  all  the  drowiy  fatigijies..  of  the  <^fy»   ,  ^ 

Let  the  gripping  old  ufuref  ^pinei .  rjí'  cj  xiii  J/;o'f»;  .-; 
Let  the  lover  call  Phil,lis  divine,  '.i  >'i--.'..  tv'  • 
Let  each  man  what  he  fancies  commend  -, 
My  delight's  in  my  bottle  and  friend. 

Exempt  from,  &c. 
O  what  joy  from  the  bottle  there  fprings  !.       - 
ït  can  make  us  greater  than  kingsç,  .  ,  ,  . 

If  our  fpirits  by  grief  are  opprels'd,  r  ;    ,    "     "  ' 

AVine  alone  can  procure  us-r<)mc  ieîft.  ,',  " , 

Great  influence  has  wine  over  iovd,'  û^î  b'î  ,^fo'  -.  r 
And  the  coy 'twill  make  kinder  to'prove  4  ' 

Tho'  the  nymph  very  fliyly  denies. 
It  difcovers  the  truth  in  her  cye^. 

It  can  make  us  all  heroes,  inbrièfj'  ■ 
And  the  wretched  forget  all-  his  gmh  --^cr  i-jj  r.f  nsrr 
ït  infpires  the  gallant  and  br-aye,    ,,v   ,, ..  ;f  ,  .-:i  j  *;  ' 
And  freedom  caa  give  to-ihelflave. 


BY  the  beer  as  brown  as  berry, 
By  the  cyder  and  the  perry, 
Which  fo  oft  has  made  us  merry; 
Witli  a  hey  down,  ho  down  derry^ 
Vlaxilinda's  I'll  remain, 
rye  blue  will  never  ftain. 


*)■ 
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^  ,i?yH.  Carey. 

COME,  all  yc  jolly  Bacchanals, 
That  love  to  i:ope:gûod  wine, 
Let  us  oiFer  up  a  hogfliead 
Unto  our  mafters  ihrine. 
And  a  toping  we  will  go.  Sec, 
Then  let  us  drink,  and  never  flirink, 

For  I'll  give  á  reaibn  Why  ; 
'Tis  a  great  fin  to  leave  a;  houfe. 
Till  we've  drunk  the  cellar  dry. 

In  time  of  old,  I  was  a  fool, 

I  drank  the  water  clear  i 
But  Bacchus  took  me  from  that  ruk. 

He  thonglit  'twas  too  fevere. 

He  liU'd  a  goblet  to  the  brim, 

And  bade  me  take  a  fup  v 
But  had  it  been  a  galloii-pot, 

Byjove,  I'd  toft  it  up. 
And  ever  fincc  that  happy  time. 

Good  wine  has  been  my  chear  ; 
Now  nothing  puts  me  in  a  fwoon, 

But  water  or  fmali  bear.  r  , 

Then  let  us  tope  about,  my  boys,    ' 

And  never  flinch,  nor  fly; 
But  ûll  our  skins  bnm-full  of  wine,  , 

And  drain  the  bottles  dry. 


SOME  Tay  women  are.  like  the  Îèa, 
Some  the  waves,  and  ibme  the  rocks, 
Some  the  rofe  that  foon  decays, 
Some  the  weather,  fome  the  cocks  ; 

Bit 
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But  if  you'll  give  me  leave  to  tell. 
There's  nothing  can  be  compar'd  fo  welj^ 
As  wine,  wine,  women  and  wine, 
Tlvey  run  in  a  parallel. 
Women  are  witches  when  they  will, 

So  is  wine,  fo  is  wine, 
They  make  the  ftatefman  lofe  his  skill, 

The  foldier,  lawyer  and  divine  ; 
They  put  a  gigg  in  the  gravcft  skull. 
And  fend  their  whs  to  gather  wool  ; 
*Tis  wine,  wine,  women  and  wine. 

They  run  in  a  parallel. 
What  is*t  that  makes  your  face  fo  pale  f 

What  is't  that  makes  your  looks  divine? 
What  makes  your  courage  rife  and  fall  ? 

Is  It  not  women  ?  is  it  not  wine  Í 
Whence  proceed  th'  inflaming  dofes. 
That  fet  fire  to  your  nofes  ? 
From  wine,  wine,  women  and  wine, 
They  run  in  a  parallel. 


LET  foldiers  fight  for  pay  or  praiie, 
And  money  be  the  mifer's  wiih. 
Poor  fcholars  ftudy  all  their  days. 

And  gluttons  gbry  in  their  diih: 
*Tis  wine,  pure  wine,  revives  fad  fouls  î 
,  Therefore  Çul  us  the  chearing  bowls. 

Let  minions  marihal  every  hair. 

And  in  a  lover's  lock  delight, 
And  artificial  colours  wear, 

Pure  wine  is  native  red  and  white  : 
^Tis  wine,  &c, 

Vol.  il  E  e  The 
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The  backward  fpirit  it  makes  brave. 
That  lively  which  before  was  dull  ; 

Opens  the  heart  that  loves  to  fave. 
And  kindncfs  flow  from  cups  brim  full. 

Some  men  want  youth,  and  others  health, 
Some  want  a  wife,  and  fome  a  punk  ; 

Some  men  want  wit,  and  others  wealth  ; 
But  they  want  nothing  that  are  drunk. 


O  GRANT  me,  kind  Bacchus,  the  god  of  the  vine. 
Not  a  pipe  nor  a  tun,  but  an  ocean  of  wine,    /L, 
With  a  Ihip  that's  well  man'd  with  fuch  rare  hearty 

fellows, 
Wlio  ne'er  left  the  tavern  for  a  porterly  ale-houfe. 
Let  the  (hip  fpring  a  leak,  to  let  in  the  tipple, 
Witlîout  pump  or  long-boat,  to  fave  ihip  or  people  : 
So  that  each  jolly  lad  may  always  be  bound. 
Or  to  drink,  or  to  drink,  or  to  drink,  or  be  drown'd. 
When  death  does  prevail,  it  is  my  defign 
To  be  nobly  intomb'd  in  a  wave  of  good  wine  : 
So  that  living  or  dead,  both  body  and  fpirit 
May  float  round  the  world  in  an  ocean  of  claret. 

— S' 

Tune,  Come  let  us  prepare,  SiC. 

THE  fages  of  old. 
In  prophecy  told 
The  caule  of  a  nation's  undoing  ; 
But  our  new  Engliih  breed 
No  prophecies  need. 
For  each  one  here  ieeks  his  own  ruin»  ;  -^  »^o 

With  grumbling  and  jars,  ^  '  '^♦^^"'^  '^^- 

We  promote  civil  wars,  Andl 
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And  preach  up  falfe  tenets  to  many  î 
We  fnarl  and  we  bite, 
We  rail  and  we  fight 
;  For  religion,  yet  no  man  has  any. 

I  Then  him  let's  commend, 

?  That's  true  to  his  friend, 

'.  And  the  church  and  the  fenate  would  ièttîe 
I  Who  delights  not  in  blood, 

*  But  draws  when  he  ihou*^d 

And  bravely  (lands  bf  unt  o'  the  battle. 

Who  rails  not  at  kings, 

Nor  politick  things, 
'  Kor  treafon  will  Ipeak  when  he*s  mellow  j 

But  takes  a  full  glafs, 

To  his  country's  fucceis, 
This,  this  is  an  honeft  brave  fellow. 


LINQO  found  Damon  lying 
In  tears  upon  the  plain  j 
And  laughing  at  his  crying, 

Increas'd  poor  Damon's  pain» 
Cries  Damon,  mortal,  fiy  me. 

Or  by  the  pow'rs  divine. 
Cries  Linco,  don't  defy  me. 
And  ihews  a  flask  of  wine. 

This— foolifh  pining  lover 

Will  teach  thee  how  to  ílorm^ 
Thy  gaiety  recover, 

And  make  the  maid  grow  warm  ; 
Come  prithee,  Damon,  try  it, 

'Tis  fov'reign,  prithee  do  ; 
Damon  cou'd  not  deny  it. 

He  draak  full  bumpers  too. 

Ee  z  Soon 
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Soon  Damon  felt  the  liquor. 

His  cheeks  grew  rofy  red  ; 
Then  Linco  fiU'd  out  quicker, 

'T^vas  out,  they  went  to  Bed» 
Kext  morning  Damon  ftraying, 

To  breath  the  fragrant  air. 
He  heard  poor  Delia  praying 

A  lail  and  fervent  pray'r. 

Yes,  yes,  I  muft  implore  him, 

Damon  the  kind,  the  true. 
Ye  gods,  ihe  cry'd,  reilore  hini> 

Elfe  love  and  life  adieu. 
On  Linco's  humour  thinking, 

He  fprung  into  her  arms  ; 
And  fir'd  with  lail  night's  drinking^ 

Wou'd  revel  in  her  charms. 

The  maid,  like  crimfbn  blulhing, 

RecîinM  her  head,  and  iigh'd  j 
"Whilft  eager  Damon,  flaihing. 

Love's  ftrongeft  efforts  try'd  :-. 
Ah  !  whither  am  I  flying  ! 

Her  fault'ring  tongue  expreil:  j 
Then  clafping,  panting,  fighing, 

They  murmur'd  all  the  reft. 


THE  Œ'dnance  board 
Such  joy  does  afford,. 
That  no  mortal,  no  mortal, 
No  mortal  more  can  deilre  j 
Each  member  repairs, 
From  the  tower  to  the  ftair?, 
And  by  water,  whuih,  and  by  water,  whiiíFi, 
And  by  water  we  go  to  fire. 

Eadà 
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Each  piece  that's  on  ihore. 
They  fearch  from  th«  boie  ; 
And  to  proving,  to  proving, 

To  proving  they  go  in  -fair  weather  % 
Our  glaiîès  are  large, 
And  whene'er  we  dilcharge. 
With  a  boom,  huzza  boom,  huzza. 
Guns  and  bumpers  go  oft"  together* 

Old  Vulcan  for  Mars 
Made  tools  for  his  wars, 
To  enable  him,  enable  him. 

Enable  him  to  conquer  the  fader  : 
But  Mars,  had  he  been 
On  our  Woolwich  green. 
To  hear  boom,  huzza  boom,  huzza, 

He'd  have  own^d  great  Marlbco'  his  maílep^ 


YOU'VE  heard,  no  dttubt,  how  ali  the  globe 
Was  foak'd  of  old  with  Noah's  flood  s. 
See  !  here's  a  globe  that  holds  a  fea  t 

A  fea  of  liquor  twice  as  good  1. 
_    Toi  loi  de  roi. 
Had  Noah's  been  a  flood  like  this,. 

And  Anak's  fons  fueh  fouls  as  T,, 
They'd  drank  the  del\ige  as  it  rofe, 
And  left  the  ark,  like  Noah,  dry^ 


BY  the  gaily  circling  glaís 
We  can  ibe  how  minutes  pais  j 
By  the  hollow  cask  we're  told 
How  the  waiaingwght  grows  o-ld^ 
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Soon,  too  ibon,  the  bufy  day 
Drives  us  from  our  iports  away^ 
What  have  we  with  day  to  do  ? 
Sons  of  care  !  'twas  made  for  you. 


BY  dimpled  brook,  and  fountain  brim, 
Tlie  wood  nymphs  deck'd  with  dailies  trim, 
Their  merry  wakes  and  paftimes  keep  :-. 
"What  has  night  to  do  with,  fleep  I 
Might  lias  better  fweets  to  prove  ; 
Venus  wakes,  and  wakens  love;. 
Come,  let  us  our  rites  begin  ; 
'Tis  only  day-light  that  makes  fin. 


YOUNG  Cupid  I  find 
To  fubdue  me  inclin'd, 
JBut  at  length  I've  a  ftratagem  found> 
That  will  rid  me  of  him, 
For  ril  drink  to  the  brim,, 
And  unlefs  he  can  fwim. 
He,  like  other  puppies,  will  drown. 


YOUNG  Bacchus,  when  merry  beftrkling  his  tun> 
Proclaim'd  a  neighbourly  feaft  ; 
The  £ril  that  appear'd  was  a  man  of  the  gown,, 

A  jolly  parochial  prieftr  ; 
He  fili'd  up  his  bowl,  drank  a  health  to  the  churcÍi^ 

Preferring  it  to  the. king, 
4kltho*  be  long  ftnce  had  left  both  in  the  kfch, 
Yet  he  canted  like  any  thing. 

Tfee- 
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The  next  was  a  talkative  blade,  (whom  we  call 

A  do(5lor  of  the  civil  law) 
He  guzzl'd  and  drank  up  the  devil  and  all, 

As  fail  as  the  drawer  could  draw  ; 
Bat  a  health  to  all  nobles  he  ftiffly  deny*d, 
"     Tho'  luftily  he  could  fwill, 
Becaufe,  ilill  the  fafter  the  quality  dy\l. 

It  brought  the  more  grift  to  his  mill. 

The  next  a  phyfician  to  ladies  and  lords. 

Who  eafes  all  ficknefs  arid  pain,  # 

And  conjures  diftempers  away  with  hard  worc!*5. 

Which  he  knows  is  the  head  of  his  gain  ;. 
He  ftep'd  from  his  coach,  fili'd  his  cup  to  the  brínít^ 

And  quaffing,  did  freely  agree, 
That  Bacchus,  who  gave  us  fuch  cordial  to  drink» 

Was  a  better  phyfician  than  he^ 

The  next  was  a  juilice  who  never  read  Íaw^ 

With  twenty  informers  behind  ; 
On  ii'ee-coft  he  tippl'd,  and  ilill  bid  them  draw, 

'Till  his  worfliip  had  drunk  himfelf  blind  -, 
Then  reeling  away,  they  rambi'd  in  queft 

Of  drunkards  and  jilts  of  the  town, 
That  they  might  be  puniih'd,  to  frighten  the  reíí^ 

Except  they  would  drop  him  a  crown» 

The  fifth  was  a  tricking  attorney  at  law. 

By  tallymen  chiefly  employ'd, 
Who  I'engthen'd  his  bills  with  co  hy  and  mawdraw, . 

And  a  thoufand  fuch  items  beiide  ; 
The  healths,  that  he  drank,  were  to  Weftminfter-haUj 

And  to  all  the  grave  dons  of  the  gown  ; 
Re-pevJum  in  Petro,  durendum  in  Paul, 

Such  Latin  fure  never  was  known ► 
The  laft  that  appeared  was  a  foldier  in  red. 

With  his  hair  doubled  under  his  hat, 

Wha 
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Who  was  by  his  trade  a  fine  gentleman  macîe, 

Tho*  as  hungry  and  poor  as  a  rat  ; 
He  fwore  by  his  God,  tho'  he  liv'd  by  his  king, 

Or  thehelpof  fome  impudent  punk, 
That  he  wou'd  not  depart,  till  he  made  the  butt  fing, 

And  himfelf  moil  confouiuledly  drunk. 


TWO  gods  of  great  honour,  lîacchus  and  Apolîo, 
The  one  fàm'd  in  mufick,  the  other  ia  wine. 
In  heaven  were  raving,  difputing  and  braving, 

Whofe  theme  was  the  nobleft,  and  trade  moft  divii>e» 

Your  mufick,  fays  Bacchus,  would  ilun  us  and  rack  us. 
Did  claret  not  foften  the  difcord  you  make: 

Songs  are  not  inviting,  nor  veries  delighting, 
'Till  poets  of  my  great  influence  partake. 

I*m  young,  plump  and  jolly,  free  from  melanchoîy, 

VVbo  e'er  grew  fat  by  the  found  of  a  firing  ? 
Rogues  doom'd  to  a  gibbet,  do  often  contribute         y 

To  purchafe  a  bottle  before  they  do  fwing. 
In  love  I  am  noted,  by  old  and  young  courted, 

A  girl,  when  infpired  by  me,  is  foon  wonj 
So  great  are  the  motions  of  one  of  my  potions, 

The  mufes,  tho*  maids,  I  could  whore  ev*ry  onev 
When  mortals  are  fretted,  perplexM  or  indebted. 

To  me,  as  a  father,  for  fuccour  they  cry  ; 
In  their  fad  condition,  I  hear  their  petition; 

A  bottle  relieves  the  opprefs'd  votary. 
Then  leave  off  your  tooting,  your  fidiing  and  fiuting, 

Afide  lay  your  harp,  and  bow  down  to  the  flask  ; 
My  joys  they  arc  riper  than  fongs  from  a  piper, 

What  mufick  is  fwecter  than  founding  a  cask? 

Say$ 
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Says  Phœbus,  this  fellow  is  drunk  fure,  or  mellow, 

To  prize  mufick  ieis  than  wine  and  Odlober, 
Since  thoie  who  love  drinking  are  void  of  all  thinking. 

And  want  íb  much  fenfe  as  to  keep  themfelves  fober» 
'^hus  while  they  were  wrangling,  difputing  and  jangling. 

Came  buxom  bright  Venus  to  end  the  diipute  : 
Says  (he,  now  to  eafe  ye,  Mars  befl:  of  all  pleas'd  me. 

When  arm'd  with  a  bottle,  aiid  charm'd  with  a  flute. 
Your  mufic  has  charm'd  me,  your  wme  hasalarm'd  me, 

When  I  have  feem'd  coy  and  hard  to  be  won  ; 
When  both  have  been  moving,  I  could  not  help  loving, 

And  wine  has  completed  what  mufic  begun. 
The  gods,  ftrudt  with  wonder,  decjar'd,  by  Jove's  thunder. 

They'd  mutually  join  in  luppiying  love's  fiame  ; 
So  each,  in  their  fimdion,  mov'd  on  in  conjunclion, 

To  melt  with  ioft  pleafure  the  amorous  danie. 

Tune,  Leave  off  your  fiolijh  pr  at  ting. 

LET  a  fct  of  fober  aíTes 
Rail  againft  the  joys  ofdrinkingj 
While  water,  tea> 
And  milk  agree, 
To  fet  cold  brains  a  thinking  t 
Power  and  wealth, 
Beauty,  health, 
Wit  and  mirth  in  wine  are  crowu'd  j 
Joys  abound, 
Pleafure's  found, 
Only  where  the  glafs  goes  round. 
The  ancient  fec^s  on  happineis , 
All  diifer*d  in  opinion. 
But  wifer  rules 
Of  modern  fchools, 
ïn  wine  fix  their  dominion  t 

Power  and  wealth,  &c.  Wiae 
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Wine  gives  the  lover  vigour, 

Makes  glow  the  cheeks  of  beauty, 
Makes  poets  write, 
And  foldiers  fight, 
And  friendihip  do  its  duty. 

Wine  was  the  only  Helicon; 
Whence  poets  are  long  liv'd  Coj 

'Twas  no  other  main, 

Than  brisk  Champaign, 
Whence  Venus  was  deriv'd  too. 

When  heav'n  in  Pandora's  box 
All  kind  of  ill  had  fent  us, 

In  a  merry  mood, 

A  bottle  of  good 
Was  cork'd  up,  to  content  us. 

All  virtues  wine  is  nurlc  to, 
Of  ev'ry  vice  deilroyer, 
Gives  dullards  wit. 
Makes  juft  the  cit. 
Truth  forces  from  the  lawyer. 

Wine  fets  our  joys  a  flowing, 
Our  care  and  forrow  drowning. 
Who  rails  at  the  bowl. 
Is  a  Turk  in*s  foul. 
And  a  Chriftlan  ne'er  íhou*d  own  hinv: 
Power  and  wealth,  &c. 


ONCE  in  our  lives, 
Let  us  drink  to  our  wives. 
Though  their  numbers  be  but  fmall  j 
Heaven  take  the  beft. 
And  the  devil  take  the  refl:. 
And  fo  we  ihall  get  rid  of  them~  all.  «X-q 
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To  this  hearty  wllli,^ 
Let  each  man  take  his  diíh, 
And  drink,  drink  till  he  fall. 


WHAT  Cato  advifes  moil  certainly  wife  is, 
Not  always  to  labour,  but  fometimes  to  play  j 
To  mingle  fweet  pleafure  with  fearch  after  treafure, 
Indulging  at  night  for  the  toils  of  the  day. 

And -while  the  dull  mifer  efteems  himfelf  wifer. 
His  bags  to  increafe,  he  his  health  makes  decay  ;     > 

Our  fouls  we  enlighten,  our  fancies  we  brighten^ 
And  pafs  the  long  evenings  in  pleafure  away. 

All  chearful  and  hearty,  we  fet  aiide  party, 
With  fome  tender  fair  each  bright  bumper  is  crown'd  ; 

Thus  Bacchus  invites  us,  thus  Venus  deliglvts.us, 
"While  care  in  an  ocean  of  clarejt  is  drown'd. 

See  here's  onr  phyfician,  we  know  no  ambition, 
For  where  there's  good  wine  and  good  company  found_, 

Thus  happy  together,  in  fpight  of  all  weather, 
'Tis  funihine  and  fummerwith  us  the  year  round. 


On  a  Man  with  a-ivry  Ncfe. 

PETER  White  that  never  goes  right, 
Would  yon  know  the  reaibn  why  ? 
Would  you,  &c. 
He  foUov/s  his  nofe  where  ever  he  goes, 
And  that  ftands  all  a-wry,  a- wry. 
And  that,  &c. 

By  Mr.  Oldham. 

FILL  me  a  bowl,  a  mighty  bowl, 
Large  as  my  capacious  foul; 
Vaft  as  my  third  is,  let  it  have 
Depth  enouph  to  be  my  grave  ;  Î  mean 
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î  mean  the  grave  of  all  my  care. 
For  I  deiign  to  bury  't  there  : 
Let  it  of  filver  faihion'd  fee. 
Worthy  of  wine,  worthy  of  me  ; 
Worthy  to  adorn  the  fpheres, 
As  that  bright  cup  amongft  the  ftarSi 


By  Mr.  Cowley. 

HERE'S  to  thee,  Dick  ;  this  whining  love  defpifc  ; 
Pledge  me,  my  friend,  and  drink  till  thou  be'ft 
It  fparkles  brighter  far  than  Ihe  ;  (wife 

'Tis  pure  and  right  without  deceit  5 
And  fuch  no  woman  e'er  will  be  : 
No,  they  are  all  fophifticate. 

With  all  thy  fervile  pains,  what  canft  thou  win^ 
But  an  ill-favour'd,  and  uncleanly  fin? 

A  thing  fo  vile,  and  fo  ihort-liv'd. 

That  Venus'  joys,  as  well  as  ihe. 

With  reafon  may  be  faid  to  be^ 

From  the  negle<iled  foam  deriv'd. 

Whom  would  that  painted  toy,  a  beauty,  move  ? 

Whom  would  it  e'er  perfwade  to  court  and  love  I 
Could  he  a  woman's  heart  have  feen, 
(But,  oh  !  no  light  does  thither  come) 
And  view'd  her  perfeitly  within,       .    . 
When  he  lay  ihut  up  in  her  womb  ? 

Follies  they  htive  fo  numberlefs  in  ftore, 
That  onl^he  who  loves  them  can  have  more, 

Neither  their  fighs  nor  tears  are  true  ; 

•  Thofeidly  blow,  thefe  idly  fall, 

Nothing  like  to  ouxs  at  alL 

But  ilghs  and  tears  have  fexes  too. 

Here's  to  thee  again.;  thy  fenflefs  forrow's  drown'd; 
l,et  thegiafs  walk,  till  all  things  too  go  round  ; 

A^ain, 
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Again,  till  thefe  two  lights  be  foiii*  ; 
No  error  here  can  dangerous  prove  : 
Thy  paillon,  man,  deceiv'd  thee  raore  : 
None  double  fee  like  men  in  love. 


By  Mr.  Cowley. 

CHEAR  up,  my  mates,  the  wind  does  fairly  blow. 
Clap  on  more  fail  and  never  fpare  ; 

Farewel  all  lands,  for  now  we  are 

In  the  wide  fea  of  drink,  and  merrily  we  go, 
Blefs  me,  'tis  hot  !  another  bowl  of  wine, 

And  wefl^jall  cut  the  burning  line  : 
Hey  boys  !  ihe  feuds  away,  and  by  her  head  I  know. 

We  round  the  world  are  failing  now. 
What  dull  men  are  thofe  that  tarry  at  home. 
When  abroad  they  might  wantonly  roam. 

And  gain  fuch  experience,  and  fpy  too 

Such  countries  and  wonders,  as  I  do  ? 
JBut  prithee,  good  pilot,  take  heed  what  you  do^ 

And  fail  not  to  touch  at  Peru  ; 

"With  gold  there  the  velfel  we'll  (lore, 

And  never,  and  never  be  poor, 

No,  never  be  poorjany  more. 


Tune,  To  you  fair  La.iies,  Sec. 

WHEN  firfl:  to  Cambridge  we  do  come^, 
Toi  loi  deral,  &c. 
From  mamma's  dear  beloved  home, 
:    Toi  loi  deral,  &c. 
Firil,  v/e  muft  have  a  cap  and  a  gown, 
And  next,  theprettieft  girl  in  town, 
To!  loi  derul,  5cc. 
Vol.  II.  F  f  Tbe^ 
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Tien  next  a  tutor  we  muílhave, 
'Tîs  ten  to  one  he  proves  a  knave,  | 

Who  minds  not  what  we  do  all  da^  *= 

So  we  come  home  at  night  to  pray.  ._. 

Then  ftreight  he  buys  us  Ariftotle,  rr 

Which  we  pawn  often  for  a  bottle  ; 
And  Euclid's  Elements  muil  pack, 
For  a  better  element,  good  fack. 

Then  he  writes  home  unto  our  friends. 
For  money  to  ferve  his  own  ends, 
Which  he  keeps  fafe  lock'd  up  in  trunk, 
W^hilft  we  abroad  are  getting  drunk. 

There's  item  for  Homer,  that  blind  poet  ; 
Be  fure  your  tutor  doe>  not  know  it. 
"We'll  fmoak  and  drink,  and  merry  be, 
Until  we  are  as  blind  as  he. 

Then  hang  all  ftudying  to  no  end, 
Enjoy  your  bottle  and  your  friend  ; 
W^e'll  drink  and  fmoak,  and  take  our  fill  : 
We  may  be  parfons  when  we  will. 


FLY  fwiftly,  ye  minutes,  till  Comus  receive 
The  namelefs  foft  tranfports  that  beauty  can  give  ; 
The  bowl's  frolick  joys,  let  him  teach  her  to  prove, 
And  ihe,  in  return,  yield  the  raptures  of  love. 
Without  love  and  wine,  wit  and  beauty  are  vain. 
Power  and  grandeur  infipid,  and  riches  a  pain  ; 
The  moil  fplendid  palace  grows  dark  as  the  grave  ; 
jLove  and  wine  give,  ye  gods,  or  take  back  what  you 

FYÎ 
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FY  !  nay  !  prithee  John  ! 
Do  not  quarrel  man  ! 
Let's  be  merry  and  drink  about  : 
You're  a  rogue,  you've  cheated  me, 
I'll  prove  before  this  company  : 
Icaren'ta  farthing,iir,forallyou  arefoilout. 
Sir,  you  lie,  I  fcorn  your  word. 
Or  any  man  that  wears  a  fword  ; 

For  all  you  huff,  who  cares  a  t 

Or  who  cares  for  you. 


AARON  thus  propos'd  to  Mofes, 
Come  let  us  fuddle,  fuddle  our  nofes  : 
Mofes  reply'd  again  to  Aaron, 
'Twill  do  us  more  harm  than  you're  aware  on  ; 
Wine  has  a  Ciçleftial  charm  in't, 
Therefore  there  can  be  no  harm  in't  ; 
If  you  wou'd  be  Aaron's  brother, 
Then  whip  off  this  bottle,  and  call  for  another. 


HARK!  the  bonny  Chrift-church  bells, 
One,  two,  three,  four,  five,  fix, 
They  found  fo  woundy  great, 
So  wond'rous  fweet. 

And  they  troul  fo  merrily,  merrily. 
Hark  !  the  firfl:  and  fécond  bell, 
That  every  day,  at  four  and  ten. 

Cries,  come,  come,  come,  come  to  pray'rs, 
Aïid  the  Verger  troops  before  the  Dean. 
Tingle,  tingle,  ting,  goes  the  fmall  bell  at  nine, 
To  call  the  bearers  home  ; 

But  the  ne'er  a  man  will  leave  his  cann. 
Till  he  hears  the  mighty  torn. 

F  f  2  JACK 
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JACK,  thou'rt  a  toper, 
Jac1c  thou'rt  a  toper, 
Let's  have  t'other  quart  ; 
Ring,  ring,  ring,  ring,   ring,  ring> 

ring,  ring,  ring,  ring. 
We're  fo  fober,  io  fober,  Co  fober, 

'Twere  a  ihame  to  part. 
Kone  but  a  cuckold,  a  cuckold, 

A  cuckold,  a  cuckold, 
Buliy'd  by  his  wife  for  coming,  coming, 
Coming,  coming,  coming, coming,  coming. 

Coming,  coming,  coming  late, 
Fears  a  domeftick  ftrife. 
'I'm  free,  I'm  free,  and  fo  are  you, 

So  are  you,  fo  are  yon  too, 
Call  and  knock,  knock  boldly,  knock  boldly^^ 

Knock  boldly,  knock  boldly, 
']  ho'  watchmen  cry,  paii  two  o'clock. 


PR'YTHEE,  fill  me  the  glafs, 
'Till  it  laughs  in  my  face, 
"With  ale  that  is  potent  and  mellow  : 
He  that  whines  for  a  hfs 
Is  an  ignorant  afs. 
For  a  bumper  has  not  its  fellow. 


HA  D  (he  not  care  enough,  care  enough. 
Had  ilie  not  care  enough  of  the  old  man  ? 
She  wed  him,  ilie  fed  him,  and  to  the  bed  ihe  led  him, 
For  feven  long  winters  ihe  lifted  him  on. 
But  oh  !  how  ihe  nigl'd  him,  nigl'd  him,  nigi'd  him, 
Oh  I  how  flie  nigl'd  him,  all  the  night  long. 

UNDER 
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UNDER  this  (lone  lyes  Gabrlei  John, 
In  the  year  of  our  Lord  One  thoufand  and  one  ; 
Cover  his  head  with  tnríFor  ílone,  'tis  all  one, 
'Tis  all  one,  with  turff  or  ftone,  'tis  all  one  ; 
Pray  for  the  foul  of  Gabriel  John, 
If  you  pleafe  you  may,  or  let  it  alone,  *tis  all  one. 


AHogfhead  was  oifer'd  to  Bacchus  his  flirine. 
The  god  was  offended  becaufe  'twas  white  wine* 
Then  curit  in  a  paiFion,  damn't,  rot  it  and  mar  it^ 
Didft  ever  know  Bacchus  drink  other  than  claret? 
So  the  jolly  red  god  having  empty'd  the  v^hitc  wine^ 
Return'd  the  poor  vot'ry  the  hogihead  to  ihite  in. 


WHILE  the  town  agrees  that  Polly 
Beft  diverts  our  melancholy, 
Let  us  toaft  the  fprightly  lafs, 
Let  us  toaft,  &c. 
Heedlefs  of  the  time  and  treafure 
Spent  on  her  who  gives  fuch  pleafure. 
Drink  and  put  about  the  glafs, 
Drink  and  put,  &c. 

Polly's  charms  are  fo  extenfive, 
That  the  chearful,  grave  and  penfive^ 

Equally  her  power  obey. 
In  a  bed,  or  o'er  a  bottle, 
Full  of  wit  and  am'rous  prattle. 

Pretty  Polly's  always  gay. 

Ff3  kn 
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AK  ape,  a  lion,  a  fox  and  an  afs, 
Do  ihew  forth  man's  life  as  it  were  in  a  gla|s,; 
For  apifli  we  are  till  twenty  and  one,  • 

And  after  that  lions,  till  forty  be  gone  ; 
Then  wilie  as  foxes  till  threefcore  and  ten  ; 
But  after  that  alfes,  and  fo  no  more  men. 
A  dove,  a  fparrow,  a  parrot,  a  crow, 
A^  plainly  lets  forth  how  you  women  may  know  | 
Ilarmlefs  they  are  till  thirteen  be  gone. 
Then  wanton  as  Îjîarrows  till  forty  draw  on  ; 
Then  prating  as  parrots  till  threefcore  be  o'er; 
Then  birds  of  ill  omen,  and  women  no  more. 


Tune,  Let  amhttton  fre  thy  mini. 

W'  HAT  is  love,  fantailic  boy  ? 
Does  he  give  a  blifs  iincere  ? 
Short  and  traniient  is  the  joy 
Simple  mortcils  hold  fo  dear. 

Bacchus  yields  but  gay  deceit, 

That  onr  fenfes  fteals  away  ; 
vVbo  unhurt  did  e'er  retreat. 

That  enjoy 'd  him  one  whole  day  ? 
Join  but  friendihip  then  to  love. 

And  obferve  what  joys  appear  ; 
Oijce  unite  'em,  and  you'll  prove 

Earth  can  give  a  blifs  iincere. 
>Iir!gle  friendihip  in  the  glafs, 

And  fub!imer  joys  fhall  flow  ; 
Wing'd  with  peace  the  hours  ihaJl  pafs. 

Time  his  frowns  of  age  forego, 
Friendihip,  thee  I'll  ever  fing, 

Beft  and  pureft  gift  of  Jove, 
'pbou  flialt  found  on  every  firing, 

SoBice  of  joy,  and  fum  of  love.  On 


(     343     ) 

On  the  B/irriE  ofAUDENARDE. 

YE  commons  and  peers,  pray  lend  raeyour  ears  5 
I'll  iing  you  a  fong,  if  I  can, 
How  Louis  le  Grand  was  put  to  a  (land 

By  the  arms  of  our  gracious  queen  Anne. 
How  his  army,  fo  great,  had  a  total  defeat. 

Not  far  from  the  river  of  Dender  : 
.Where  his  grandchildren  twain,  for  fear  of  being  flain, 
Gallop'd  off  with  the  popiih  Pretender, 

To  a  fteeple  on  high,  the  battle  to  fpy, 
Up  mounted  thefe  clever  young  men  ; 

But  when  from  the  ipire  they  faw  fo  much  fire, 
They  cleverly  came  down  again. 

Then  on  horfeback  they  got,  upon  the  fame  fpot^ 

By  advice  of  their*  coufin  Vendôme  : 
O  Lord!  cry'd  out  he,  unto  young  Burgundy, 

Would  your  brother  and  you  were  at  home. 

While  thus  he  did  fay,  without  more  delay, 

Away  the  young  gentry  fled, 
Whofe  heels,  for  that  work,  were  rriuch  lighter  than 

Tho'  their  hearts  were  as  heavy  as  lead.       (cork, 

Kot  fo  did  behave  the  young  Hanover  brave. 

In  this  bloody  field,   lalfurej'^e; 
When  his  war-horfe  v/as  ihot,  he  valu'd  it  not. 

But  charg'd  ftill  on  foot,  like  a  fury. 

While  death  flew  about,  aloud  he  cry'd  out. 

Ho,  you  chevalier  of  St.  George, 
If  you'll  neither  itand,  by  fea  nor  by  land, 

Pretender,  that  title  you  forge. 
Thus  boldly  he  ftood,  as  became  that  high  blood> 

Which  runs  in  his  veins  fo  blue: 
This  gallant  young  man,  being  kin  to  queen  Anne, 

Fought  as,  were  flie  a  man,  ftie  would  do. 

What 


I 


(    344     ) 
"What  a  racket  was  here,  (I  think  'twas  laft  year,) 

For  a  little  ill  fortune  in  Spain  ! 
For,  by  letting  'em  win,  we  have  drawn  the  puts  in. 

To  lofe  all  they  ate  worth  this  campaign. 

Tho'  Bruges  and  Ghent  to  Moniieur  we  lent, 
With  mtereft  he  foon  fliall  repay  'em  ; 

While  Paris  may  fmg,  with  her  forrowful  king, 
De  profundi  s  inftead  of  Te  Deum. 

For  their  dreams  of  fuccefs,  they'll  awaken,  we  guefs» 
At  the  found  of  brave  Marlborough's  drums  : 

They  may  think,  if  they  will,  of  Almanza  (Hll, 
But  'tis  Blenheim  wherever  he  comes. 

O  Lewis,  perplex'd,  what  general's  next  ? 

Thou  haft  hitherto  chang'd  'em  in  vain  : 
He  has  beat  'em  all  round,  if  no  new  ones  are  found. 

He  (hall  beat  the  old  over  again. 
We'll  let  Tallard  out,  if  he'll  take  t'other  bout, 

And  much  he's  improv'd,  let  me  4ell  ye  ; 
With  Nottingham  ale,  at  every  meal. 

And  good  pudding  and  beef  in  his  belly. 

But,  as  lofers  at  play  their  dice  throw  away, 

While  the  winners  do  ftill  win  on  : 
Let  who  will  command,  thou  hadil  better  disband  j 

For,  old  bully,  thy  dodors  are  gone. 

— -^ ■ — ~ —      offi-^a 

On  the  Italian  Singers. 

MUSICK  fure  has  charms  to  move; 
With  my  fong  I'll  charm  my  love  ; 
This  good, land,  where  money  grows^ 
Well  the  price  of  mufick  knows  : 
Hither  all  the  Warblers  throng, 

Taking  money,  milk  and  honey, 
Taking  money  for  a  fong, 

Taking  money,  &c.  Had 


(    34;    ) 

HAD  I  but  the  wings  of  a  dove^ 
Enraptur'd  I'd  haften  away. 
And  qaickly  repair  to  my  love, 

Whofe  beauties  enliven  the  day. 
Bring  foon  from  the  hamlets  again. 

Ye  gods,  her  I  ask  for  my  wife  : 
"Without  her,  I'm  ever  in  pain. 

And  reUfh  no  pleafure  in  life. 
Ah  !  cruel  decree  of  hard  fate. 

To  keep  me  fo  long  from  my  fair  : 
Come,  pity  my  defolate  ftate, 

And  baniih  all  thoughts  of  defpair. 

With  her,  O  !  what  fcenes  I  enjoy 
Of  mirth  and  good  humour  all  day. 

Such  bleilings  as  never  will  cloy, 
Nor  ceafe  till  our  fouls  leave  the  clay. 


THE  chafe  is  o*er,  and  on  the  plain 
The  hounds  the  lufty  ftag  have  ilain  ^ 
Let  the  horn,  with  fprightly  tone, 
All  our  iportive  pîeafures  crown. 

Of  Britons  thus  the  antient  race 
With  nervous  toil  purfu'^d  the  chace  ; 
By  no  ungenerous  thought  controul'd. 
Their  hearts  were  honeft,  free  and  bold. 

Like  them  again,  no  ilaves  to  courts. 
Let  Britons  ftill  purfue  their  fports  ; 
Like  them  again,  fliall  Britons  be 
As  brave,  as  honeft,  and  as  free. 


ALADIE  and  a  laifie 
Dwelt  in  the  fouth  countrie, 
And  they  ha'e  caifen  their  claiths  the  gither, 

And  married  they  wad  be.  The 


(    34<í    ) 
The  bridal  day  was  fet. 

On  Tifeday  for  to  be  j 
Then  hey  play  up  the  runawa*  bride, 

For  Ihe  has  tane  the  gie. 
She  had  nae  run  a  mile  or  tv/a, 

When  ihe  began  to  conilder, 
The  ang'ring  of  her  father  dear, 

The  difpleaiing  o'  her  mither  ; 
The  flighting  of  the  filly  bridegroom, 

The  weel  waril  of  the  three  j 
Then  hey,  &c.         * 

Her  father  and  her  mííher 

Ran  after  her  wi'  fpeed, 
And  ay  they  ran  until  they  came 

Unto  the  water  of  Tweed  ; 
And  when  they  came  to  Kelfo  town. 

They  gart  the  clap  gae  thro', 
Sa'  ye  a  lafs  wi'  a  hood  and  a  mantle, 

The  face  o't  lin'd  up  wi'  blue  ; 
The  face  o't  lin'd  up  wi'  blue. 

And  the  tail  lin'd  up  wi'  green, 
Sa'  ye  a  lafs  wi'  a  hood  and  a  mantle 

Was  married  on  Tifeday  'teen  ? 
J^ow  wally  fu'  fa'  the  filly  bridegroom. 

He  was  as  faft  as  butter  ; 
For  had  ihe  play'd  the  like  to  me, 

1  had  nae  fae  eafily  quit  her  ; 
I'd  gi'n  her  a  tune  o'  my  hoboy. 

And  fet  ray  fancy  free, 
And  fyne  play'd  up  our  runawa'  bride, 

And  lutten  her  tak'  the  gie. 

LONG  had  I  born  of  love  the  pain, 
And  long  in  filence  dragg'd  his  chain. 
With  refolution  ne'er  to  tell 
The  love  I  bore  to  lilibel, 
The  love,  &c.  •  .      I  CHANC'D 


(     347     ) 

ICHANC'D  to  meet  an  airy  blade, 
A  new  made  pulpiteer,  ladie, 
With  cock'd  up  hat,  and  powder'd  wig, 

Black  coat  and  cuffs  fu'  clean,  ladie  ; 
A  long  gravât  at  him  did  wag. 

And  buckles  at  the  knee,  ladie  ; 
Says  he,  my  heart,  by  Cupid's  dart, 

Is  captivate  to  thee,  laffie. 
I'll  rather  chufe  to  thole  grim  death  ; 

So  ceafe,  and  let  me  be,  ladie  : 
For  what,  fays  he  ?  good  truth,  fay  I, 

No  dominies  for  me,  ladie. 
Miniilers  ftipends  are  uncertain  rents 

For  ladies  conj unft-fee,  ladie; 
When  books  and  gowns  are  all  cry'd  down, 

No  dominies  for  me,  ladie. 
But,  for  your  fake,  I'll  fleece  the  flock. 

Grow  rich  as  I  grow  auld,  laflje  ; 
If  I  be  fpar'd  I'll  be  a  laird. 

And  thou's  be  madam  call'd,  lailïe. 
But  what  if  ye  fliou'd  chance  to  die. 

Leave  bairns,  ane  or  twa,  ladie  ? 
Naething  wad  be  referv'dfor  them. 

But  hair-mould  books  to  gnaw,  ladie. 
At  this  he  angry  was,  I  wat, 

He  glooni'd  and  look't  fu'  high,  ladie  ; 
When  I  perceived  this,  in  hafte 

I  left  my  dominie,  ladie. 
Fare  ye  well,  my  charming  maid. 

This  leflbn  learn  of  me,  laflie  ; 
At  the  next  offer  hold  him  fafl:, 

That  firfl:  makes  love  to  thee,  laiKe. 

Then  I  returned  hame  again, 
And  coming  down  the  town,  ladíe, 

By 


(     348     ) 

"By  my  good  luck,  I  chanc'd  to  meet 

A  gentleman  dragoon,  ladie  ; 
And  he  took  me  by  baith  the  hands, 

'Twas  help  in  time  of  need,  iadie, 
î'bols  on  ceremonies  ftand. 

At  twa  words  we  agreed,  ladie. 
He  led  me  to  his  quarter-houfe. 

Where  we  exchang'd  a  word,  ladie. 
We  had  nae  ufe  for  black  gowns  there, 

We  married  o'er  the  fword,  ladie. 
Martial  drums  is  mufic  fine, 

ComparM  wi'  tinkling  bells,  ladie  ; 
Gold,  red  and  blue,  is  more  divine 

Than  black,  the  hue  of  hell ,  ladie. 

Kings,  queens  and  princes,  crave  the  aid 

Of  my  brave  ftout  dragoon,  ladie; 
While  dominies  are  much  employed 

'Bout  whores  and  fackloth  gowns,  ladie. 
Away  wi'  thefe  whining  lowns  ; 

They  look  like  Lat  me  be,  ladie  : 
J've  mair  delight  in  roaring  guns  ; 

No  dominies  for  me,  ladie. 


Tune,  John  Anderfon  my  jo. 

YE  virgin  powers,  defend  my  heart. 
From  amorous  looks  and  fmiies  ; 
From  faucy  love,  or  nicer  art,  ' 

Which  moil  our  l^x  beguiles. 
From  fighs  and  vows,  and  awful  fears, 

That  do  to  pity  move  ; 
From  fpeaking  filence,  and  from  tears, 

Thofe  fprings  that  water  love. 
But  if  thro'  paffipn  1  grow  Wind, 
Let  honour  be  my  guide  j 

And 


(     349     ) 

And  where  frail  nature  feems  inclin'd. 

There  place  a  guard  of  pride. 
An  heart,  whofe  flames  are  feen,  tho'  pure. 

Needs  every  virtue's  aid  ; 
And  ihe  who  thinks  herfelf  fecure. 

The  fooneil  is  betray'd. 


Tune,  Ki  Hi  cranky. 
•**r^HE  Chevalier,  being  void  of  fear, 
JL     Did  march  up  Birile  brae,  man  ; 
And  thro'  Tranent  e'er  he  did  itcnr, 

As  faft  as  he  could  gae,  man  : 
While  General  Cope  did  taunt  and  mock, 

Wi'  mony  a  loud  huzza,  man  ; 
But  e'er  next  morn  proclaim'd  the  cock, 

We  heard  another  craw,  man. 
The  brave  Lochiel,  as  I  heard  tell, 

Led  Camerons  on  in  clouds,  man  î 
The  morning  fair  and  clear  the  air, 

They  loos'd  with  dev'iiih  thuds,  man  : 
Down  guns  they  threw,  and  fwords  they  drew. 

And  foon  did  chace  them  aíF,  man  -, 
On  Seaton  crafts  they  buft  their  chafts, 

And  gart  them  run  like  daft,  man. 
The  bluíT  dragoons  fwore  blood  and  'oons. 

They'd  make  the  rebels  run,  man  ; 
And  yet  they  flee,  when  them  they  fee, 

And  winna  fire  a  gun,  man. 
They  turn'd  their  back,  the  foot  they  brake. 

Such  terror  feiz'd  them  a',  man  ; 
Some  wet  their  cheeks,  fome  fyi'd  their  breekSj 

And  fome  for  fear  did  fa.  man. 

Vol.  II.  G  g  The 


(     35-0     ) 
The  volunteers  prickM  up  their  ears, 

And  vow  gin  they  were  croufe,  man  ; 
But  when  the  bairns  faw't  turn  to  earns*,. 

They  were  not  worth  a  loufe,  man  ; 
Maid  feck  gade  hame,  O  fy  for  fhame  ! 

They'd  better  ilaid  away,  man  ; 
Than  wi'  cockade  to  make  parade. 

And  do  nae  good  at  a',  man. 
(<2)  M h  the  great,  when  her  fell  ihit, 

Un'wares  did  ding  him  o'er,  man  ; 
Yet  wad  nae  ftand  to  bear  a  hand, 

Bat  aíFfou  fail  did  fcour,  man  ; 
O'er  Soutra  hill,  e'er  he  ftood  ftill,    ' 

Jiefore  he  tailed  meat,  man  : 
Troth  he  may  brag  of  his  fwift  nag. 

That  bare  him  aíF  fae  fleet,  man. 

And  (b)  S n  keen  to  clear  the  cen. 

Of  rebels  far  in  wrang,  man  ; 
Did  never  ftrive  wi'  piftols  live, 

But  gallop'd  wi'  thethrang,  man; 
He  turn'd  his  back,  and  jn  a  crack, 

Was  cleanly  out  o'  fight,  man, 
And  thought  it  beft,  it  was  nae  jefl:, 

Wi'  highlanders  to  fight,  man. 
'Mangfl  a'  the  gang,  nane  bade  the  bang. 

But  twa,  arid  ane  was  tane,  man  ; 


For 


{a)  M ÎÎ,  minifter  of  Longformacus,  a  volunteer,  happen* 

«■d,  the  night  before  the  battle,  to  come  upon^a  highlander  ealing 
mature  at  Pcefton,  threw  him  over,  took  his  gun  away,  and  car» 
lied  it  as  a  trophy  to  Cope''s  camp. 

ih)Mt,  s n  minifter  of  Falla,  a  volunteer,  who  bragg'd 

that  he  would  convince  the  rebels  of  their  error  by  the  force  of 
lîis  -arms  having  for  that  purpoie  five  piftols,  viz,  tWO  in  his 
f  ockets,  two  in  huliler-cafes,  and  one  on  his  belt. 


(     37'     ) 

For  {a)  Campbell  rade,  but  Q)  Myrie  RaJ^ 

And  fair  he  paid  the  kain,  man  ; 
Fell  skelps  he  got  was  war  ttian  ftiot, 

Frae  the  iharp  edg'd  claymore,  man  j 
Frae  many  a  ipout  came  running  out 

His  reeking  red  het  gore,  man. 

But  Gardner  brave  did  ilill  behave, 

Like  to  a  hero  bright,  man; 
His  courage  true,  like  him  were  few 

That  ilill  defpifed  fliglu,  man; 
For  king  and  laws,  and  country's  cauic, 

In  honour's  bed  he  lay,  man  ; 
His  life,  but  not  his  courage,  fled, 

While  he  had  breath  to  draw,  man. 

And  major  Bowie,   that  worthy  foui, 

Was  brought  down  to  the  ground,  manj, 
His  horfe  being  ikot,  it  was  his  lot^ 

For  to  get  mony  a  wound,  man  ; 
Lieutenant  S — h,  of  Iriíh  birth, 

Frae  whom  he  ca'd  for  aid,  man, 
Being  full  of  dread,  lap  o'er  his  head^ 

And  wadna  be  gainfaid,  man. 

He  made  fie  hafle,  fae  fpur'd  his  beaib, 

'Twas  little  there  he  faw,  man  i 
To  Berwick  rade,  and  faifly  faid 

The  Scots  were  rebels  a',  man  ; 
But  let  that  end,  for  well  'tis  kend. 

His  ufe  and  wont  to  lie,  man  ; 
The  Teague  is  naught,  he  never  fought, 

When  he  had  room  to  flee,  man^ 

G  g  2  BiSt 

{a)  George  Campbell,  a  wright  in  Edinîjuïgh. 
'-'  {B)  Mi.  Myrie,  a  ftudent  of  phyfick  from  Jamaici;.  'whs  y/.-a 
saiferably  mangled  with  the  broad  fwords. 


(     352     ) 

Bat  g-allant  "Roger,  like  a  foger, 

Stood  and  bravely  fought,  man  j 
I'm  wneto  tell,  at  laft  he  fell, 

But  mae  down  wi'  him  brought,  man. 
At  point  of  death,  with  his  "lait  breaft, 

(Some  (landing  round  in  ring,  man,) 
On's  back  lying  flat,  he  wavM  his  hat, 

And  cried,  God  fave  the  king — ,  man» 

Some  highland  rogues,  like  hungry  dogs, 

Negle(iling  to  purfue,  man, 
About  they  fac'd,  and  in  great  hafie, 

Upon  the  booty  flew,  man  ; 
And  they  as  gain,  for  all  thei  r  pain. 

Are  deck'd  wi'  fpoils  of  war,  man  ; 
Fow  bald  can  tell,  how  lier  nain-feîî 

Was  ne'er  fo  pra  before,  man. 

At  the  thorn  tree,  which  you  may  fee 

Be-weft  the  meadow-mill,  man, 
There  mony  flain  lay  on  the  plain  j 

The  clans  purfuing  ftill,  man. 
Sic  unko'  hacks,  and  deadly  whaks, 

I  never  faw  the  like,  man, 
Loft  hands  and  heads,  coft  them  their  deads, 

That  fell  near  prefton  dike,  man. 

That  afternoon,  when  a'  was  done, 

I  gade  to  fee  the  fray,  man, 
Bat  had  I  wift  what  after  paft, 

I'd  better  ftaid  away,  man> 
On  Seaton  fands,  wi'  nimble  hands. 

They  pick'd  my  pockets  bare,  man } 
But  I  wiih  ne'er  to  drie  fic  fear, 

For  a'  the  fum  and  mair,  man. 


Tune, 


L 


C  ,3>3   ■> 

Tune,  Down  th&  hrn  Davm 

ONG  time  I  ilruggled,  till  at  length- 
The  nymph  had  wearied  grown  % 
Panting  for  want  of  breath  and  ftrength,. 

I  gently  laid  her  down. 
I  heartily  did  put  her  to't. 

Will  you  refufe  me  íhli  ? 
She  anfwer'd  no,  but  you  may  db't, 
Altho'  againft  my  will. 

J  flew  like  lightning  to  her  arms  ; 

She  fmall  refiftance  made  ; 
She  fcarce  had  tailed  of  love's  cliarmsj. 

Till  ihe  feem'd  almoil  dead. 
I  kifs'd  her  lips  as  cold  as  lead, 

For  her  blood  was  funk  below  % 
lask'dat  her  if flie  was  deadf 

Slie  fmiling  anfwer^d,  no. 

When  riling,  ihe  return'd  a  kiis>. 

And  fmiling  feem'd  to  fay» 
If  dying  were  fo  great  a  bliisj 

oft  couM  I  die  each  day. 
If  dying,  I  conld  ftill  remain. 

Along  with  ftrength  and  breathy 
And  you  the  battle  to  mantain  ; 

Oh  !  then  how  fweet  is  deatli.^ 


Tune,  Lo-ais  a  gentU  generous  fa Jftom 

LOVE'S  a  fooHih  idle  paifion, 
Source  of  all  the  plagues  of  life;  • 
Soon  the  fated  inclination 
Changes  to  a  fccne  of  ftrife,- 


(    3H     > 

Beauty,  which  at  firft  bewitches, 

Sure  will  make  us  foon  repent  ; 
But  the  girl  that  brings  us  riches 

Brings  the  means  of  true  content» 
Conftant  paifion  brings  vexation. 

He  beft  copies  thofe  above. 
Who,  with  boundlefs  inclination. 

Courts  as  many  nymphs  as  Jove, 


By  Mr.  CoNGREVE. 

TELL  me  rko  more  I  am  deceiv'd. 
That  Chloe's  faife  and  common  ; 
By  heav'n,  I  all  along  believ'd 

She  was  a  very  woitian  : 
As  fuch  I  tik'd,  as  fuch  carrefs'd» 
She  llill  was  conftant  when'poíTeíí, 
She  cou'd  do  more  for  no  man. 

But,  oh  !  her  thoughts  on  others  ran  ; 

And  that  you  think  a  hard  thing  j 
Perhaps  Ihe  fancyM  you  the  man  ; 

Why,  what  care  I  one  farthing  I 
You  think  ihe's  ialfe,  I'm  fare  ihe'skiiid, 
Vl\  take  her  body,  you  her  mind  ; 

Who  has  the  better  bargain  ?^ 


A    CANTATJ. 

WHILE  Strephon  on  fair  Chloe  hung. 
And  gently  woo'd,  and  fweetly  fung  % 
The  nymph,  in  a  difdainful  air, 
Thus  fmiling^  mock'd  the  /liepherd^s  care> 
Swain,  I  knovV,  that  you  difcover 

lii  my  form  a  tboufand  charms  ;  Can 


(    sss   > 

Can  you  point  me  out  a  lover 

Worthy  my  encirling  arms  ? 
Boy,  no  more  approach  my  beauty. 

Till  you  equal  merit  boafl:  ; 
To  adore  me  is  a  duty, 

Thoufands  witnefs  to  their  coft. 
Stung  to  the  heart,  the  red'ning  fwain 
On  the  vain  maid  retorts  again. 
Fooliih  creature,  did  each  feature 
Bloom  beyond  the  pride  of  nature  ; 
Artful  feigning,  coy  difdaining, 

Vain-  coquet,  deftroys  them  all  j 
Go  o'er-bearing,  proud  enfnaring; 
Lay  a  thoufand  fops  defpairing  ; 
Then  complying,  fighing,  dying, 

To  fome  fool  a  victim  fall. 
Nymphs,  like  you,  whilft  they're  deceiving. 

Angels  all  in  front  appear  ^ 
Butthefot,  their  arts  believing, 

Finds  the  devil  in  the  rear» 


THURSDAY  in  the  morn  the  ninteenth  of  May, 
Recorded  for  ever  the  famous  ninety-two, 
Brave  RuiTel  did  difcern,  by  dawn  of  day, 

The  lofty  fails  of  France  advancing  now  : 
All  hands  aloft,  aloft,  let  Engliih  valour  ihine, 
Let  fly  a  culverin,  the  iignal  for  the  line  j 
Let  every  hand  fupply  his  gun,. 

Follow  me,  and  you'll  fee 
That  the  battle  will  be  foon  begun. 

Tourville  on  the  main  triumphant  rowl'd. 

To  meet  the  gallant  RuiTel  in  combat  en  the  ieep; 
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He  leá  a  noble  train  of  heroes  bold, 

To  fink  the  Engliih  Admiral  at  bis  ket 
Kow  every  valiant  mind  to  viftory  doth  afpire. 
The  bloody  fight's  begun,  the  fea  is  all  on  fire  ;. 
And  mighty  fate  flood  looking  on, 

Whilil  a  flood  all  of  blood 
Fill'd  the  fciippers  of  the  rifing  fun. 

Sulphur,  fmoak  and  fire,  difturbing  the  air. 

With  thunder  and  wonder  aftright  the  Gallick  ihorej. 
Their  regulated  bands  flood  trembling  near. 

To  fee  the  lofty  ftreamers  now  no  more  : 
At  fix  o'clock,  the  red  the  fmiling  vidors  led, 
To  give  a  fécond  blow,  the  fatal  overthrow,  ;- 

Now  death  and  horror  equal  reign,. 
Now  they  cry,  run  or  die, 

Britiih  colours  ride  the  vanquiih'd  main. 

See  they  fly  amaz'd  thro'  rocks  and  fands. 

One  danger  they  grafp  at  to  ihun  the  greater  fate  ^ 
In  vain  they  cry  for  aid  to  weeping  lands. 

The  nymphs  and  fea-gods  mourn  their  loft  eftate  5 
For  evermore  adieu,   thou  dazling  rifing  fun, 
From  thy  untimely  end  thy  mailer's  fate  begun  i 

Enough  thou  mighty  god  of  war  ! 
Now.we  fing,  blefs  the  king. 

Let  us  drink  to  every  Englifli  t?r. 


THE  lawland  lads  think  they  are  fine  ; 
But  O  they're  vain  and  idly  gawdy  i 
How  much  unlike  the  gracefu'  mein, 

And  manly  looks  of  my  highland  ladie  ? 
O  my  bonny,  bonny  highland  ladie, 
%iy  handfomc  charming  highland  ladie  j 


i4ay 


i 
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May  heaven  flill  guard,  and  love  reward 
Our  lawland  Jais  and  her  highland  ladie. 

If  I  were  free  at  will  to  chufe 

To  be  the  wealthieft  lawland  lady, 
I'd  take  young  Donald  without  trews, 

With  bonnet  blue  and  belted  plaidy, 
O  my  bonny,  &c. 
The  braweft  beau  in  Borrows-town, 

In  all  his  airs,  with  art  made  ready, 
Compar'd  to  him,  he*s  but  a  clown. 

He's  finer  far  in  his  tartan  plaidy. 

O'er  benty  hill  with  him  I'll  run, 

And  leave  my  lawland  kin  and  dady. 
Frae  winter's  cauld,  and  fummer's  fun, 

He'll  fcreen  me  with  his  highland  plaidy» 
A  painted  room,  and  iilken  bed. 

May  pleaie  a  lawland  laird  and  lady  ; 
But  I  can  kifs,  and  be  as  glad. 

Behind  a  buih  in's  highland  plaidy. 

Few  compliments  between  us  pafs, 
I  ca'  him  my  dear  highland  ladie, 

And  he  ca's  me  his  lawland  Jafs, 
Syne  rows  me  in  his  tartan  plaidy. 

Nae  greater  joy  I'll  e'er  pretend. 

Than  that  his  love  prove  true  and  Îleacîy, 

Like  mine  to  him,  which  ne'er  fnall  end. 
While  heaven  prcferves'my  highland  ladie. 


THE  lawland  maids  gang  trig  and  fine. 
But  aft  they're  four,  and  unco  faucy, 
Sae  proud,  they  never  can  be  kind, 
•Like  my  good-humour'd  highland  laifie. 

O  my 
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O  my  bonny,  bonny  highland  laiRe, 
My  lovely,  fmiling  highland  laffie  ; 
May  never  care  make  thee  lefs  fair. 
But  bloom  of  youth  ftill  blefs  my  laffie. 

Than  ony  lafs  in  borrovvs-town, 

Who  make  their  cheeks  with  patches  mottie, 
I'd  take  my  Katie,  bot  a  gown, 

And  barefoot  in  her  little  cottie. 
O  my  bonny,  &c. 
Beneath  the  brier  or  birken  bufh, 

Whene'er  I  kifs  and  court  ray  datie  ; 
Happy  and  Mythe  as  ane  wad  wiih, 

My  flighteren  heart  gangs  pittie  pattie. 

O'er  higheil  heathery  hills  I'll  fien, 

With  cockit  gun,  and  ratches  tenty  ; 
To  drive  the  deer  out  of  their  den.. 

To  feaft  my  lafs  on  diihes  dainty. 
There's  nane  íhall  dare,  by  deed  or  word, 

'Gainft  her  to  wag  a  tongue  or  finger, 
While  I  can  vvield  my  trufty  fword, 

Or  frae  my  fide  whisk  out  a  whinger. 
The  mountains  cíad  wi'  purple  bloom. 

And  berries  ripe  invite  my  treafure. 
To  range  with  me  ;  let  great  folk  gloom, 

While  wealth  and  pride  confound  their  pleafore  ? 


ALEXIS,  how  artlefs  a  lover, 
How  baihful  and  filly  you  grow  ! 
In  my  eyes  can  you  never  difcover, 
I  mean  yes,  when  I  often  fay  no. 


Whea 


(     3S9    !) 

"When  you  pine,  and  you  whine  out  yourpaiîîo 

And  only  entreat  for  a  kifs  ; 
To  be  coy  and  deny  is  the  fafhion, 

Alexis  fliou'd  ravifli  the  bhis. 

In  love,  as  in  war,  'tis  but  reaíbn 
To  make  fome  defence  for  the  town  : 

To  furrender  without  it  were  treaibn. 
Before  that  the  out-works  were  won. 

If  I  frown,  *tis  my  bluihes  to  cover, 

*Tis  ibr  honour  and  modefty's  fake  ; 
He  is  but  a  pitiful  lover. 

Who  is  foil'd  by  a  fingle  attack. 
But  when  we  by  force  are  o'erpowcr'd. 

The  beil:  and  the  braveil  mufl:  yield  j 
I  am  not  to  be  won  by  a  coward, 

Who  hardly  dares  enter  the  field. 


By  Mr.  Congreve. 

ASoLîier  and  a  fallor,  a  tinker  and  a  taylor. 
Had  once  a  doubtful  ftrife,  fir. 

To  make  a  maid  a  wife,  fir, 

Whofe  name  was  buxome  Joan  ; 

Whofe  name,  &c. 
For  now  the  time  was  ended, 
When  ihe  no  more  intended 
To  lick  her  lips  at  man,  fir, 
Kor  gnaw  the  iheets  in  vain. 

And  lie  all  night  alone. 

The  foldier  fwore  like  thunder, 
He  lov'd  her  more  than  plunder  ; 
And  ihew'd  her  many  a  fear,  fir, 
Which  he  had  brought  from  far,  Îrr, 

in  fighting  for  hetiâke.  The 
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The  taylor  thought  to  pleafe  her. 
By  oifering  her  his  meafure  ; 
The  tinker  too,  with  metal, 
Said  he  wou'd  mend  her  kettle. 
And  ftop  up  ev'ry  leak. 

But  while  thefe  three  were  pratting. 
The  failor  flily  waiting. 
Thought,  if  it  came  about,  Cr, 
That  tliey  ihould  all  fall  out,  lir, 

He  then  might  play  his  part  : 
And  juft  e'en  as  he  meant,  fir. 
To  loggerheads  they  went,  fir. 
And  then  he  let  fly  at  her 
A  fliot  'twixt  wind  and  water, 

Which  won  this  fair  maid's  heart. 


By  Lord  Buckhurst. 

AT  noon  on  fultry  fiaramer's  day, 
The  brighteft  lady  of  the  May, 
Young  Chloris,  innocent  and  gay. 

Sat  knotting  in  a  íhade. 
Each  flender  finger  plaid  its  part. 
With  fuch  ailivity  and  art, 
•As  would  inflame  a  youthful  heart, 

And  warm  the  moil  decay'd. 
Her  fav'rite  fwain  by  chance  came  by. 
He  faw  no  anger  in  her  eye  ; 
Yet  when  the  balhful  boy  drew  nigh, 

She  would  have  feem'd  afraid. 

She  let  her  ivory  needle  fall, 
And  hurl'd  away  the  twifted  ball  : 
But  ftrait  gave  Streplion  fuch  a  call, 

As  would  have  rais'd  the  ácad.  Dear 


(    3««    ) 

Dear,  gentle  youth,  there's  none  but  thee, 
With  innocence  I  dare  be  free, 
By  fo  much  truth  and  modeily 

No  nymph  was  e'er  betray 'd. 
Come,  lean  thy  head  upon  my  lap, 
While  thy  fmooth  cheeks  I  ilroke  and  clap, 
Thou  may'ft  fecurely  take  a  nap  : 

Which  he,  poor  fool  !  obey'd. 

She  Îàw  him  yawn,  and  heard  him  fiiore. 
And  found  him  fail  afleep  all  o'er  : 
She  figh'd,  and  could  endure  no  more. 
But  Parting  up,   ihe  faid, 

Sach  virtue  fliall  rewarded  be; 
For  this  thy  dull  fidelity,. 
I'll  trufl:  thee  with  my  flocks,  not  me  : 
Purilie  thy  grazing  trade. 

Go,  milk  thy  goats,  and  flieer  thy  llieep, 
And  watch  all  night  thy  flocks  to  keep  j 
Thou  fhalt  no  more  be  luU'd  aileep 
By  me,  miilaken  maid. 


AWFUL  hero,  Marlhro',  rife  ! 
Sleepy  charms  I  come  to  break  : 
Hither  turn  thy  languid  eyes  ; 
Lo!  thy  genius  calls,  awake! 

Well  furvey  this  faithful  plan, 

Which  records  thy  life's  great  ftoryj 

*Tis  a  ihort,  but  crowded  fpan, 
Full  of  triumphs,  fall  of  glory. 

One  by  one  thy  deeds  review  ; 
Sieges,  battles  thick  appear  ; 
Vol.  II.  H  h 
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Former  w6nc!ers  loíl  in  new,- 
Greatly  fill  each  pompous  year. 

This  is  Blenheim's  crimfon  field, 

V/et  with  gore,  with  flaughter  ftahi'd  t 

Here  retiring  fquadrons  yield, 

And  a  l^loodiefs  wreath  is  gain'd. 

Ponder  in  thy  god-like  mind 

All  the  wonders  thou  haíl  wrought  ; 

Tyrants,  from  their  pride  declin'd, 
Be  the  fubje<St  of  thy  thought  ! 

Reft  thee  here,  while  life  may  laft  : 
Th'  utmoft  blifs  to  man  allow'd, 

Is  to  trace  his  anions  paft, 

And  to  find  'em  great  and  good. 

Bat  'tis  gone- —  O  mortal  born  ! 

Swift  t^ie  fading  fcenes  remove—-      •► 
Let  'em  pafs  with  noble  fcom  : 

Thine  are  worlds  which  roll  above. 

Poets,  prophets,  heroes,  kings, 

Pleas'd,  thy  ripe  approach  forefee  ; 

.Men  vvho  ailed  wond'rous  things, 
Tho'  they  yield  in  fame  to  thee. 

Foremoft  in  the  patriot  band, 
Shining  with  diftinguilh'd  day. 

See  thy  friend  Godolphin  Hand  ! 
See  !  he  beckons  thee  away. 

Yonder  feats,  and  fields  of  light, 
Let  thy  ravifn'd  thought  explore  ; 

Wilhing,  panting  for  thy  flight  1 
ihli  an  ange],  man  no  more. 


H 


ARM 
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ARM,  arm,  the  gen'rous  Biitons  erf 
Let  us  live  free,  or  let  us  die  j 
Trumpets  founding,  banners  flying, 
Braving  tyrants,  chains  defying  : 
Arm,  arm,  the  gen'rous  Britons  cry, 
Let  us  live  free,  or  let  us  cîie  ; 
Liberty!  liberty!  liberty!  iiberty! 

Tune,  Yellow  Siocklngs* 

HEY  !  my  kitten,  a  kitten. 
Hey  !  my  kitten,  a  deary  y 
Such  a  fweet  pett  as  this 
Is  neitlier  far  nor  neary  : 
Here  we  go   up,  up,  up  ; 
Here  we  go  down,  down,  downy  ; 
Here  we  go  backwards  and  forwards, 
And  here  we  go  round,  round,  rgundy. 
Chicky,  cockow,  my  lilly  cock  ; 
See,  fee,  fie  a  downy  ; 
Gallop  a  trot,  trot,  trot. 
And  hey  for  Dublin    towny. 
This  pig  went  to  the  market, 
Squeek  moufe,  moufe,  moufe,  moufy  % 
Shoe,  ihoe,  ihoe,  the  wild  colt. 
And  hear  thy  own  dol    doufy. 

Where  was  a  jewel  and  petty, 
"Where  was  a  fugar  and  fpicy  ; 
Huih  a  baba  in  a  cradle, 
And  we'll  go  abroad  in  a  tricy. 
Did  a  papa  torment  it  ? 
Did-e  vex  his  own  baby,  did-e  ? 
Huih  a  baba  in  a  bofie  ; 
Take  ous  own  fucky  :  did-e  ? 
Hb2 
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GQod-morrow,  a  puilding  is  broke  ; 
Slavers  a  thread  o'  cliryftal. 
>iow  the  fweet  poíTet  comes  up  ; 
Who  faid  my  child  was  pifs'd  ail  ? 
Gome  water  my  chicliens,  come  clock. 
Leave  of!i  or  he'll  crawl  you,  he*ll  crawl  you-. 
Come,  gie  roe  your  hand,  and  1*11  beat  him  î 
"Wfaa  was  it  that  vexed  my  baby  ? 
Wliere  was  a  laugh  and  a  craw  ? 
Where  was,  was,  was  a  gigling  honey  ? 
Goody,  good  child  iliall  be  fed, 

But  naughty  child  ihall  get  nony.  '  "  ''V"-^"^^^ 

Get  ye  gone,  raw-head  and  bloody  boneg»       n^rîW 
Here  is  a  child  that  won't  fear  ye* 
Come,  piiTy,  piiTy,  my  jewel, 
And  ik ,  ik  -ay,  my  deary. 


,-.'îf 


!^1 


By  Mr.  Gay. 
Tune,  Grim  King  of  the  Ghojis,  &c. 

CAN  love  be  controui'd  by  advice  ? 
Will  Cupid  our  mothers  obey  ? 
1  hough  my  heart  were  as  frozen  as  ice. 

At  his  flame  'twould  have  melted  away  ; 
When  he  kift  me  fo  cloièly  he  preil, 

'Twas  ib  fweet  that  I  muft  have  comply  M 
So  I  thought  it  both  fafeft  and  befl:. 
To  marry  for  fear  you  Ihou'd  chide. 


THE  malt-man  comes  on  munday, 
And  he  craves  wond'rous  fair. 
Cries,  Dame,  come  gi'eme  my  filler. 

Or  malt  ye  fall  ne'er  get  marr. 
J  took  him  into  the  pantry. 

And  gave  him  forae  good  cock-broo. 


Syns 
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Syne  paid  him  upon  a  garjtree. 
As  hoftier  wives  flioiild  do. 

When  ma!t-men  come  for  filkr, 

And  gangers  wi'  wands  o'er  íóon, 
Wives,  tak  them  a'  down  to  the  cellar. 

And  clear  them  as  I  have  done. 
This  bevvith,  when  cunzie  is  fcanty. 

Will  keep  them  frae  making  din, 
The  knack  I  learn'd  frae  an  auld  aunty^ 

The  fnackeil  of  a*"  my  kin. 

The  malt-man  is  right  cunning, 

But  I  can  be  as  flee, 
And  he  may  crack  of  his  winning. 

When  he  clears  fcores  with  me  î 
For,  come  when  he  likes,  I'm  ready  j. 

But  if  fraehame  I  be, 
Let  him  wait  on  our  kind  lady, 

She'll  anfwer  a  bill  for  me. 


Tune,  Fy  gar  ru!r  hr  o'er  w?  flrae^ 

DEAR^oger»  if  your  Jenny  geek. 
And  anfwer  kindnefs  with  a  ritghtj 
SttWL  unconcerned  at  her  negle<i>, 
For  women  in  a  man  delight  : 
But  them  defpiÎê  who're  fbon  defeaf, 
And  with  a  iimple  face  give  way 
To  a  repuliè.—thenbenot  blate, 

Puih  baldly  on,  and  win  the  day. 
When  maidens,  Kinccently  young,.  ^ 
Say  afien  what  they  never  mean, 
Me'er  mind  their  pretty  lying  tongee^ 
But  ter^t-  the  language  of  their  eesu 

Hh3  jf 
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If  theÎè  a^ree,  and  ihe  periift 

To  anfwer  ail  your  love  with  hate, 

Seek  elièwliere  to  be  better  bleft, 
Aod  let  her  iigh  when  'tis  t<30  Iat&. 


.^  Mli   ê-;'         "  .VSi   ? '-013(1' F 


Tunc,  How  can  Ihe^fad  on  my  liied^g  dc 


ay 


HOW  íUaílI  be  fad  when  a  husband  I  hae. 
That  has  better  ièn(e  than  ony  of  thae 
Sour  weak  lilly  fellow?,  that  ftudy  like  fools. 
To  C^k  their  ain  joy,  and  make  their  wives  fnools  H 
The  man  who  is  prudent  ne'er  lightlies  his  wife, 
Or  with  dull  reproaches  encourages  ftrife  ;    ':>3  woH 
He  praifes  her  virtues,  and  ne'er  will  abuib     ""^  ■  •  '* 
lier  for  a  fmall  failing,  but  find  an  excule. 


Tune,  Tellow  hair' d  Ladle»  ^ 


'A 


Peggy» 

WfîEN  firíl  my  dear  ladie  gade  to  the  gceen  hillv 
And  I  at  ew-milking  firíií  fey'd  my  young  skill  <. 
To  bear  the  milk-bowie  nae  pain  was  to  me, 
Gin  I  at  the  boughting  fargather'd  wi'  thee, 

Patie. 
When  com-riggs  wàv*d  yellow,  and  blue  heather -beÎîs 
Bloom'd  bonny  on  moorland  and  fweet  riling  fells, 
Kae  birns,  brier,  or  brekeris  gave  trouble  to  me,. 
If  I  found  the  berries  right  ripen'd  for  thee. 

PEGGY. 

When  thou  ran,  or  wreilled,  or  putted  the  ffane, 
And  came  aíFthe  viâor,  my  heart  was  right  fain  : 
u  Thy 


Thy  ilka  fport  manly  gave  plcafurc  to  mç.t    '  > >. 
For  nane  can  put,  wreftl-e,  or  rin  fwift  as  thec»^ 

Pa  T I E. 

Our  Jenny  fings  Îàftly  the  Cowden-broom-knowsV 
And  Rofie  lilts  fweetly  the  milking  the  ews, 
There's  few  Jenny  Nettles  like  Nahfy  can  fíng, 
At  thro'  the  wood-kdie  Befs  g?irs  our  lugs  ring  î 

But  whan  my  dear  Peggy  íi»gs  wi'  better  skill, 
The  Boatman,  Tweedfide,  or  the  Lafs  o*  the  Milf^ 
*Tis  mony  times  fweeter  and  pleafing  to  me  ;. 
For  tho-*  tliey  iing  nicely,  they  canna'  like  thee* 

Peg  gy. 
How  eafy  can  fafïès  trow  what  they  deiire  ? 
And  praifes  fae  kindly  increaies  love's  fire. 
Gi'e  me  flill  this  pleafure,  nay  ftikly  ilisil  be 
To  make  myfell  better  and  íwceter  for  thee. 

AH  !  bright  Belinda,  hither  fly, 
And  fuch  a  IJght  difcover. 
As  may  the  abiènt  fun  fupply, 
And  chear  the  drooping  lover» 

Ariiê,  my  day,  with  fpeed  arife,. 

And  all  my  ibrrows  baniili  : 
Before  the  fun  of  thy  bright  eyes^  '    ' 

All  gloomy  terrors  vaniih. 
No  longer  let  me  figh  in  vain^ 

And  curfe  the  hoarded  treafurer 
"Why  Ihould  you  love  to  give  us  pain. 

When  you  were  made  for  pleafure  ! 

The  petty  powers  of  hell  deftroy  ; 

To  fave's  the  pride  of  heaven  :  :    i  ^^ 

To  you  the  firft,  if  you  prove  coy,  ms^luf- 

If  kind,  the  laíl  is  giveii.  The 
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The  choice  then  fure*s  not  hard  to  make, 

Betwixt  a  good  and.  evil  : 
Which  title  had  you  rather  take, 

My  goddefs,  or,  my  devil  ? 


REMEMBER,  Damon,  you  did  telí. 
In  chaftity  you  lov'd  me  well; 
But  now,  alas  !  Í  am  undone, 
And  here  am  left  to  make  my  moan  : 
Ho,  ho,  rah,  in  Amburah,  í 

Ho,  and  ho,  derry,  hi,  and  hi,  derry, 
Ho,  —  derry,  derry,  derry,  derry,  Amburah, 
To  doleful  fliades  I  will  remove, 
Since  I'm  delpisM  by  him  I  love, 
Where  poor  forfaken  nymphs  are  ieen 
In  lonely  walks  of  willow  green. 
Ho,  ho,  &c. 

Upon  my  dear's  deluding  tongue 
Such  foft  perfwafive  language  hung,  '     - 

That,  when  his  words  had  fiience  brokéj^ 
You  would  have  thought  an  angel  fpoke. 
Too  happy  nymph,  whoe'er  ihe  be,. 
That  now  enjoys  my  charming  he  : 
For  oh  !  I  fear  it  to  my  coft, 
She's  found  the  heart  that  I  have  loft* 
Beneath  the  faireft  flower  on  earth, 
A  fnake  may  hide,  or  take  its  birth  ;. 
So  his  falfe  breaft,  conceal  it  did 
His  heart,  the  fnake  that  there  lay  hid; 

'Tis  falfe  to  fay  we  happy  are. 
Since  men  delight  thus  to  enfnaré  ; 
In  man  no  woman  can  be  bleft, 
"'í'hcir  vows  are  wind,  their  love's  a  jeft.  Ye 


(  3^9  y 

Ye  gods,  in  pity  to  my  grief. 

Send  me  my  Damon,  or  relief  -, 

Return  the  wild  delicious  boy, 

Whom  once  I  thought  my  fpring  of  joy. 

But,  whilft  I'm  begging  of  this  blifs, 

Mcthinks,  I  hear  you  anfwer  this  : 

"Whom  Damon  has  enjoy'd,  he  flies, 

Wlio  fees  him,  loves  ;  who  loves  him,  dies. 

There's  not  a  bird  that  haunts  the  grove. 
But  is  a  witnefs  of  my  Jove  : 
Now  all  the  bleeters  on  the  plain 
Seem  fympathizers  in  my  pain  -, 
Echoes  repeat  my  plantive  moans  : 
The  waters  imitate  my  groans  : 
The  trees  their  bendmg  boughs  recline. 
And  droop  iheir  heads  as  1  ito  minc^ 

Tune,  Courtiers,  courtîârs,  think  it  no  harm.  Sec. 

MAK  may  efcape  from  rope  or  gun, 
Nay,  fome  have  out-liv'd  the  do£tors*s  pill  î 
Who  takes  a  woman  muft  be  undone, 

That  bafilisk  is  fure  to  kill. 
The  fly  that  fips  treacle  is  loft  in  the  fweets. 

So  he  that  taftes  woman,  woman,  woman, 
He  that  taftes  woman,  ruin  meets. 

Tune,  An  old  Woman  ckthgd  in  grey,  &c.  ^ 

THROUGH  all  the  emplayments  of  life, 
Each  neighbour  abufes  his  brother: 
Whore  and  rogue  they  call  husband  and  wife, 

All  profeflions  berogue  one  another  ; 
The  prieft  calls  the  lawyer  a  cheat. 
The  lawyer  beknaves  the  divine  ; 
And  the  ftateíman,  becaufe  he's  fo  great, 

Thinks  his  trade  as  honed  as  mine.  BE- 


(     370    ) 

BELIEVE  my  fighs,  my  tears,  my  dear, 
Relieve  the  heart  you've  won, 
Believe  my  vows  to  you  fincere, 

.  Or,  Jenny,  I'm  undone. 
You  fay,  I'm  fickle,  and  apt  to  change 

At  every  face  that's  new  : 
Of  all  the  girls  I  ever  fa w, 

I  ne'er  lov'd  one  but  you. 
My  heart  was  like  a  lump  of  ice. 

Till  warm'd  by  your  bright  eye  ; 
And  then  it  kindled  in  a  trice 

A  fiame  that  ne'er  can  die  : 
Then  take  and  try  me,  you  fnall  find 

That  I've  a  heart  that's  true  j 
Ofail  the  girls  I  ever  faw, 

I  ne'er  lov'd  one  but  you. 


Tune,  Thâ  hroia  of  the  /;///. 

THAT  beauteous  creature,  for  whom  I'm  a  lover» 
I  cannot,  I  will  not,  I  muft  not  difcover  j 
Yet  mark  well  my  fong,  and  fome  token  I'll  give, 
For  (he  that  both  kills  my  heart,  and  makes  it  live, 
Is  cither  cal I'd  Bella,  or  Mary,  or  Ann, 
Now  guefs  if  you  can  I  now  guefsif  you  can  ? 

Her  ftature  is  tall,  and  her  body  is  flender  ; 
Her  eyes  are  moil  lovely,  her  checks  pale  and  tender  ; 
Fine  pearls  are  her  teeth,  and  her  lips  cherry  red  ; 
Her  fmiles  would  revive  a  man  though  he  were  dead  -, 
She'd  make  one  in  love,  were  he  never  before  : 
But  I  fay  no  more,  but  I  fay  no  more. 

FINI    S. 
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yJARO  N  thus  propoPd  to  MofeSy        -  Page  339 

•^^^  ji  I'cggar  got  a  headhy             -  -          72 

Accept,  Maria,  of  a  heart,              -  -          244 

Jdieuye  fireams  that  fmnotUy  floiv,         -  -          1 1 

j4h  !  br  ight  Belinda,  hither  fiy,                ^  g  6  7 

Ah  \  Celiacs  gone,  ah  \  Céîià's  gone,            -  1Ó 
^  hogfl?ead  was  offered  to  Bacchus  his  Jhrine^        ^""''341 

Ab  !  /^í  jhcpherds  mournful  fate^         -  «        ^  j 

y^Z»  !  luhy  is  my  heart fo  tender ^                  -  241 

A  ladie  and alajfie,               -                «  ^a^ 

Alexis,  hoiv  artlefs  a  lover,              -  «          g  j8 

Ajuongjl  the  willows  on  the  graf s         -  .          132 

y^«  ape,  a  lion,  af9x  and  an  afs,              -  «42 

And  ril  o'er  the  mtiir  to  Maggie,              -  1 07 
A  quire  of  bright  beauties  infpring  did  appear,        257 

Arife,  fweet  mejfenger  of  ^he  morn,           -  -  236 

Arm,  arm,  the  gen' rous  Britons  cry,  -          315^ 

As  a  clear  fúen^t  Jlream  crept  pen  five  along  ^  2  7 

As  afternoon,  one  fummer' s  day,              -  -        263 

y^j  i/oww  /«  /-Ad-  meadow  1  chanced  to  pafs,  -       170 

As  from  a  rock  pafl  all  relief  ,             -  -          120 

As  I  fat  at  my  fpinning  wheel,                  -  lip 

As  1  went  rambling  up  the  jireet,  -           25)8 

y/j/^  if  yon)damask  rofs  he  fweet^               -  7 

Ask  me  why  I  fend  you  here,              -  .           2!^4 

y^j-  ffííír  a  fcuntain's  fow'ry fide^          -  -          137 
A  foldier  and  afailorç^a  tinker  and  a  taylory     .       55-9 

As  on  a  fun-jhine  fummer* s  day,               -  14^ 

^x  once  reclining  on  the  beech,              -  -          20 1 

A  fouthland  Jenny  that  was  right  bonny,  -          156 

AJlarving  life  all  day  we  lead,           -  -           48 

As  fwi ft  as  time,   put  round  the  glafs,  -          2p7 

As  tippling  John  was  jogging  on,         -  -         3  1  à 

At  noon  one  fultry  fummer\s  day,          ►  -          3<5o 

At  Polwart  on  the  grwi         '   -  -         168 
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At  thi  filent  evening  hom\         -         -  Page  lyr 

At  IVincheJler  there  ivas  a  ivedding^             -  ^3 

Jt  Upton  on  the  hill,                   -                -  ^ 

Attend,  ye  ever  tuneful  fwahi s ^                  -  12 

Aureliâ,  now  one  moment  loi}^         -              -  \aS 

Awful  hero,  Maríbro^  rife  \             .              -  36 1 

T^ACCHUS,  one  day  gaily  friding              -  ^Op 
•^    Beauty  from  fancy  takes  its  arfns,             -      i  op 

Beneath  a  beech's  grateful  (hade,                  -  1 1 7 
Beneath  a  green  jhade,  a  lovely  young  fw am         -       pp 

Beneath  a  green  Jhade  I  fand  a  fair  maid^  .  ,  44 

Believe  my  fighs,  my  tears,  my  dear,          ,  370 

Beffy  s  beauties  poine  foe  bright,                -  45- 

^/í7/ir  /yw»)'  faintly  told  fair  Jean  his  mind\  1  iy 

Bled  as  the  immortal  gods  is  he^                 -  2  id 
Blow,  blow,  thou  fummer'' s  breeze,             -         •        13 

Bright  Cynthia's  l>ower  divinely  gr^at,            -  254 

i?/(;5,  íTWVí?//,  thirjîyfiy,                  -               -  311 

Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  my  bonny  bride  ;              -  15-0 

Busk  ye,  busk  ye,  my  bonny  bonny  bi-ide,              -  86 

^v  chreepjt  and  fiaint  Patrick,               -         -  72 
i?r  dimpled  brook,  and  fountain  brim         -         -       330 

By  the  beer  as  brown  as  berry,           -            -  323 

By  the  delicious  warmnejs  of  thy  mouth,         -  jóp 

By  the  gaily  circling  glafs,         -         -         •  32P 

y^ALMS  appear  whenjlorms  are  o^er,        -  24^7 

*-*  Calm  wax  //^(f  fW7î,  and  clear  was  the  sky,  1 74 

Cí7«  íí'í)'  tr  an/port  s  egual  thofe,        -             -  68 

Can  love  be  controuVd  by  advice}                -  3^4 

^(2«  /oc'i  fincere,  devoid  of  art,                  -  9  i 

Ceafe,  gentle  fwain,  thy  arn'rous  fuit  forbear,  232 

(Ttf/ztf,  ^,)'  thefefniling  graces,                  -  1 80 

Celia,  too  late  you  wou'd  repent,                -  244 

Charming  Chloe,  look  luith  pity                 •  1 3  ô 
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Chafl  Lucretia,  lahen you  left  me,          -  Page  138 

Chear  up,  my  mates,  the  wind  does  fairly  blow,  337 

Come  oil  ye  jolly  Bacchinals,           -           -  ^2± 

Come  all  ye  young  ladies,  whofe  hus*nefs  and  care  5 1 

Come,  all  ye  youths,  ivhofe  hearts  e^er  lied  -          186 

Come  carles  a^  of  fumblers  ha\           -  -          j  (5'o 

Come,  Florinda,  lovely  charmer^                  -  217 

Come,  gentle  god  of  fo ft  repofe,              -  -          112 

Come  here  my  fmirking  fmiling  lafs,             -  283 

Come,  lads,  ne^ er  plague  your  heads              -  q  18 

Come  let  us  Jludy  night  and  day,              -  126 

Come,  lovt,  lef  s  walk  by  yonder  fpring^  -          121 

Come,  my  fair e'jl  learn  of  me,                  -  175P 

Come  to  my  ar?ns,  my  treafure^         -  -          315- 

Cupid,  god  of  pleafing  anguifh,              -  -          80 

Cupid  in/l'ruéî  an  am'rous  fvcjin,          -  -           129 

Curfl  be  the  wretch  that's  bought  and feU,  i()ï 

Cynderay^a,  kind  and good^                 -  •          ip^- 

T\AMON  ask'd  me  hut  once, 
*-^  Bear  Roger,  if  your  Jenny  geck^ 
Deck' d  with  flowi'rs  *midft  the  bowers, 
DejeBed,  as  true  converts  die^ 
Did  Fanny  ask  me  too  unkind^.  , 

Dire  love  fhou'd  be  checked  by  advice^ 
Down  in  yon  meadow  a  couple  did  tarry, 
Dumbarton's  drums  beat  bonny-O, 


Tn*AlR  Amor  et  is  gone  oflray,  m 

•*■     Fair  andfoft,  and  gay  and  young, 
Farewel  to  Lochaher,  and  farewel  my  Jean, 
Farewel  to  my  Gracey,  my  Gracey  fofwcet, 
Farewel t  ye  green  fields  and  gay  grove  s  ^ 
li 
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Fill  me  a  l>oivI,  a  mighty  hoivl^               -        Page  33^ 

////  the  hwlwith  rofie  wine^              •         -  320 

Flora,  goddefs,  fweetly  bloomiiîg,  .             -  1 40 

Fly  no  more,  cruel  fair^  but  be  kind  and  relenting.,  267 

Fly  Jwiftly,  ye  minutes,  till  Comus  receive ^  338 

Fond  echo,  forbear  thy  light  Jlrain,         -          -  243 

Forgive,  fair  creature,  fonn'd  to  pleafe^         -  196 

For  lake  of  gold /be  left  me^               -               -  7 

For  many  unfuccefsful years^           -                -  ^<5 

Forthefakeoffomebody,                   -              -  1 64 

Forgive,  ye  fair,  nor  take  it  torongt              »  4<5 

From  fiir  Califl 0*5  cold  difdain,             ^^-  199 

Free  from  the  tumults  and  the  mife  y^              -  48 

Frí?;/í  good  liquor  ne'er  Jhrink,      /      .  ' ,  312 

From  native  Jlalk,  the  province  rofe.,              -  139 

From  o'er  the  park  and  meadows  fine,              -  2<i 

From  rofy  bowers,  where  Jleeps  the  god  of  love^  12$ 

From  place  to  place  forlorn  I  go^         -         -  139 

Fy  \  nay\  prithee  John\                -              -  339 


GENTLE  in perfonage,  coîiduÛ and eijuipage^  9 3 

Go,  cruel  f (life  one,  go  y         -            -          -  262 

(7í),  go,falfe  woman,  gOy               -               .  261 

i/o,  lovely  rofe,         -                  -               -  14' 

Guardian  angels  now  proteâ  me,              -  92 


TJ.ÍD  I  but  the  wings  of  a  dove,  -           345" 

J.  J-  Had  J}?e  not  care  enough,  care  enough  y  340 

Happy  is  a  country  life,                    -  -             98 

Happy  y  while  with  Jportive  pleafure^  -            226 

Hark  !  //'if  ^í3««>'  Chriji-church  bells  y  -          339 

Harjh  command  I  what  ceafe  to  love  you  !  -           18 

H^/le,  hafie,  Phillis,  hafley       -           -  2 68 

Here  arc  people  and  fportiy                   -  22  1 

Help  me^  each  harmonious  grovet             -  54 
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Hey  my  kitten,  a  kitten,              -         -         Page  3  6^ 

Here's  to  the  Dick,  this  nuhin'mg  love  defp'ife       "  336^ 

Here'' s  to  thee,  my  Damon,  lets  drink  and  he  merry,  3  15 

How  blef}  are  heggar  lajjes,           -               -  134 

Hov)  blythe,  ilk  morn,  was  1  to  fee             -  35- 

Hov3  cornes  it,  nigh  hour  Dick,                   -  2  í 

Hozu  happy  are  we  when  the  wind  is  ah  aft,  307 

How  is  It  pojfihle,  how  can  I  forbear,            -  282 

How  jovial  was  I,  loheh  my  Sufm  did  fnile,  1^7 

How  noble  was  my  Damon'' s  air,                   -  207 

How  pleafant  a  failor^s  life  pa/jes,              -  171 

How  Jhall  I  be  fad  when  a  husband  I  hae,         -  366 

How  fever e  is  forgetful  old  age,  228 

How  vain  and  falfe  a  woman  is,                   -  245' 

How  welcome  my  fl^cpherd,  how  welco?ne  to  me,  247 

/  AM  a  brisk  young  lively  lafst            -          -  î8c> 

/  am  wearied  grown             -           -          -  77 

I  chanced  to  meet  an  airy  blade  ^            -            -  347 

I  die  your  vi^im,  cruel  fair,              -            -  2Ó4 

/  envy  not  Sir  Courtly  Nice,              -              -  1 

/  Aad  a  Jolly  hawk,  and  tearfil  of  my  own^  1 2  2 

1  love,  I  doatf  I  rave  with  pain                  -  141 

/  mu/l  have  a  wife ,  what  fo  e'er  fie  he  \         -  23a 

I  neither  woo  the  facred  nine,             -           -  201 

J»nce  waf  a  poet  at  London,              -              -  213 

J  prithee,  fend  me  back  my  heart,                  -  143 

J  feek  not  at  once  in  a  female  to  find,              -  99 

IHl  fing  to  my  lover  all  night  and  all  day ^        -  18^ 

J'll  fail  upon  the  dog  fiar^            •             -  $04 

J's  tell  you  in  London  how  1  was  zerv'd  of  late,  7  > 

/  will  awd*  wi'  my  love,         -           -              -  43 

Jf  Hive  to  grow  old,  as  I  find  Ig^  dow^,         ^  t^ 

If  its  joy  to 'aound  clover,                     -  90 
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If  hve* S  a  fiveet  pciJJIon,  ivhy  does  ît  torment  ? 

Ifkve  he  a  fault,  and  in  me  thought  a  crimes 

if  Phillis  denies  me  relief 

ifthofe  "who  live  in  Jhepherd's  hoiD*r 

If  truth  can  fix  thy  luavering  mind  y 

If  you  my  wandering  heart  wou'dfindy 

In  ijll  the  fex  Jome  charms  I  find, 

In  ant  lent  times  in  Britain's  ifie^ 

In  country  quarters  flill  confiiidy 

In  the  dark  and  lonely  hov^er. 

In  this  grove  my  Strephon  walkt, 

In  vain  my  taper  burns. 

In  vain,  Philander,  at  my  feet. 

In  yonder  fhade,  where  late  was  Jhowrit 

It  was  about  the  Martinmas  time. 

Jack,  thou'rt  a  toper,  -  "  -, 

J&cky  he  came  here  to  woo 

jocky  met  with  Jenny  fair. 

Jolly  mortals,  fill  your  glafes, 

Jolly  fouls,  that  are  generous  and  free, 

Jove,  when  he  fav)  my  Fanny'' s  face^ 
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J/'EEP  ye  well  frae  Sir  John  Malcoh 


LATE  in  an  evening  forth  Invent,  - 

Lately  on  yonder  fwelling  hufh^ 
l^ajfie  lend  me  your  bra'  hemp  heckle, 
hafi  Sunday  at  St.  James's  prayers. 
Let  a  fetoffober  afes. 

Let's  drink  and  be  merry,  dance,  joke  and  rejoice. 
Let's  drink,  my  friends,  while  here  we  live. 
Let  mt  love  on  me  beflow 
Let  me  fly  into  thy  arms,  -  • 

Let  rakes,  for  pleafure,  range  the  town, 
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Xi/2  /0  //;^  yTyy  (?/  /(/>  /V  he,                  -  275: 

Love's  a  foolljh  idle  paj/ion,             •»  -              353 

Z.oi'if  nevermore  fiallgive  me  painy  -              40 

li/TAN  may  ejcape  fro?n  rope  or gun-f  -           3(^9 

^^   TkiiTj;  the^  ambitious  ever  find  -                25a 

Merry  may  the  maid  be                "  -               291 

Mufick  fure  has  charms  to  move,  -              344 

Mufick,  thou  gent  left  power  of  art,  -              240 

My  Patie  is  a  lo-der  gay,             -  -             163 

My  roving  heart  has  oft  with  pride  -              17 

My  Jenny  end  1  have  toifd                 -  81 

T\7 J NNT  blujhes  vihen  I  ttfoe  her,  -            ^4 

•*  ^   Near  Thames  green  banks,  -               248 

No  more  fhall  meads  be  deck'd  with  fiow'rs-y  1^6 

No  more  will  I  my  paJJion  hide,  -                 ^7 

No,  no,  'tis  in  vain  in  this  turbulent  town,  p  7 

Nat,  Cell  a  ^  that  V m  more  fine  ere,  -                22 

Not  for  thy  graceful  air  alone  y              -  -          226 

Nowfpring  begins  her  fmilling  round,  -            114 

Now  Phebus  finketh  inthe  weft,  -               306 

Now  ponder  well,  you  parents  dear,  -              277 

Now  the  bright  morning  ft ar,  dofs  horbinggr^  235" 

Nowthe  fun's  ganff  out  o'fi^ht,.  -             3© 3 
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Of  all  the  gkls  that  e^er  were  feen,  •             iSj». 

Of  all  the  occupations^                  -  •              321 
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C  Mary,  foft  in  feature,                  -  *          219 
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On  a  bank  of  flowers  in  a  fummer  day,  -         255* 

On  a  mofy  bank  reclined,                  -  -       ,177 

(5«  courting  I  went  to  ray  lafs,             -  -              2 

O'Wif  /«  (?«r  lives,             -             -  r           3.94 

On  his  face  the  vernal  rofe,              -  -           ^66 

One  long  whi,t fin  holy-day,              -  -              224 

On  thy  banks,  gentle  Stour,  -                  259 

On  the  banks  of  a  riv^r,  clofe  under  the  fl^ade,           144 

Onefummsr*^  even  as  Strephon  rov\i,  -           233 

On  wbitfinday  mcrning,                  •  -             1  i)3 

On  yonder  bed  fupin^ly  laid,           -  -              19  5" 

0  jlir  her  upy  and  had  her  ga' en,  -               304 

Others  fame  or  wealth  purfuing,  -            -  209 

0  what  pain  it  is  io  part,                  -  -           124 

C?  w^d'j  /^í/í  <7/  wy  chamber  door^  -             80 

-0  wally,  wally,  up  the  hank,             «  *       - 107 


INDE    X. 

PASTORALS  come  with  myrtle  croian'd^        Page  4 

Peter  White  that  never  goes  right,  335* 

Phil/is,  as  her  ivine  fie  fip'd  />;,                   -  314 

Phillisy  defpife  not  your  faithful  lover ^          •  135* 

Phillida,  that  lov  d  to  dream^                  -  ip2 

Phillis,  the  fairejl  of  love's  foes f               •  145; 

Polly,  when  your  lips  you  Join,             -             -  1 78 

Poor  Strephon  diflraèed  'tiuixf  hope  and  defpair  1 2  5; 

Pray  now,  John,  let  Jug  prevail^              -  •  129 

Pretty  Parrot,  fay,  when  I  was  awny^          -  89 

Pretty  wanton,  come  away,             -              »  202 

Princes  that  rule,  and  empire  fway,             -  145 

Prythee,fillme  the  glafst             •              -  340 

TWANGING  the  plain  one  ftimmer's  night,  6 1 

**  Return  hameioard  my  heart  again,  147 

Rejurn,  return,  my  lovely  nymph,                  -  148 

Rememier,  Damon,  you  did  tell,               ~  -^^^S 

Rob's  Jock  came  to  woo  our  Jenny                 ^  152 

[C^AW ye  Jenny  Nettles,           -                -  S2 
*J  Say,  good  majler  Bacchus,  a(iride  on  your  hut  f     318 

sStfy  Myra,  why  is  gentle  love                      -  pd 

aStfy,  mufe,  what  numbers  will  relate,             •  69 

See,  Ilanguijh,feel faint,              -              -  176 

Selindd's  Jure  the  brighteft  thing,              '-  225* 

See,frs  !  /ié-  /;í'rtf  tf  ^oíííPf  rûTi»,                -  222 

See,  [se  the  full  bawl,              -                   -  29^5 

iy/'/iri"  /7////^j'  voivs,falfe  maid,  are  blown  to  airy  106 

Since  drinking  has  power  /0  bring  us  relief  319 

,  Singing  charms  the  blejl'  above,                    -  I 

:  Since  Selinda  is  my  foe,       -                  -  90 

iSinceyou  will  needs  my  heart  po^efs^              -  J  ï 

Soft  invader  of  my  fjut,             -                  •  8 

Some  liken  man  to  brittle  gafSf                  •  313 


INDEX. 

Somefaykîfing'safin,  -  .         Page  271 

Some  fay  "women  are  like  the  fea^                 -  324, 

Sooner  than  rihjiy  love  forgoffy                 -  241 

Sound,  found  the  mufick^  found  ity               -  218 

Sportive  Zephyrs,  fondly  hloiving,                -  9 

Stella  and  Flavia  pleafe  no  more,                -  24 

Stella's  bright  foul  may  charm  each  hour,  25 

Stern  winter  has  left  us,  the  trees  are  in  bloom,  1 8 1 

Sum  up  all  the  delights,                  -              .  30<> 

Sweet  echoyfiueetefl  nymph,  thatliv'fl  unfeen  235" 

Sweet  fir,  for  your  courtefie,                  -  41 

Sweet  tyrant,  love,  oh  !  hear  me  now,  22 

Swift,  Sandy,  Toung,  and  Gay t             -         -  250 

Sylvia,  on  her  arm  reclining,                 -  135" 

^TELL  me  no  mere  I  am  deceived,             •  3  5* 4 

if     Tell  me  Ho  more, ys  fimple /wains          -  13 

That  beauteous  creature,  for  lohom  Pm  a  kver^  3  70 

The  appointed  hour  of  promised  blifs,              -  245" 

The  bonny  grey  efd  morning  begins  to  peep,  85" 

The  chafe  is  o'er,  and  on  the  plain,             -  345 

The  Chevalier  being  void  of  feary,                 -  349 

The  collier  has  a  daughter,                    -  1 4P 

The  gently  hudding  rofe  behold,                  -  231 

The  gods,  and  the  godeffes  lately  did  fiajfy  294 

The  gypfas  came  to  our  good  lord's  gate,  1 1  o 

Thee  I  love,  fweet  ^moril,             -             -  261 
The  laird  who  in  riches  and  honour  would  thrive,       84 

The  lawland  lads  think  they  are  fine,             -  356 

The  lawland  maids  gang  trig  and  fine,  3.57 

Tlie  longitude  ?nifton,                 -                 -  24^ 

The  malt-man  comes  on  munday,                 -  3Í4 

The  man  that's  contented  is  void  of  all  care,  2  6  s 

The  meal  was  dear  fijort  Jyne,                 -  i66 

The  modes  of  the  CQurt  fo  common  an  grown,  28  z 


INDEX. 

^he  morn  was  fair,  jo  ft  was  the  airy        -     Page  105' 

T/je  ordnance  board,                  -                   -  328 

The  flay  of  love  is  now  hegun^                  -  25  ó 

The  f  ages  of  old  in  prophecy  toîdt              -  3j2<S 

The  fun  now  lengthen  á  ev'ry  jhade,              -  20 

The  fun  was  now  withdrawn,                   -  70 

The  thirjïy  earth  drinks  up  the  rain,              -  3  1 6 

The  wanton  god,  that  pierces  hearts,              »  ^^ 

The  wheel  of  life  is  turning  quickly  round,  6  s 

The  women  all  tell  me  Vm  falfe  to  my  lafs,  2P3 

The  yellow-hair'' d  ladie  fat  down  on  yon  brae^  83 

There  liv'd,  long  ago,  in  a  country  places  29 

There  was  anes  a  May,  and  [he  Íoó'd  na  men  y  157 

There  was  a  wife  wm'din  a  glen,              -  249 

There  was  a  jolly  beggar,    and  a  begging,  &c.  237 

Think  when  to  pie  a  jure  the  fports  do  invite  you  ^  96' 

Tbirfis,  if  you  jny  voice  obey,                  -  208 

Tho*  Chile's  out  offajhion,              -              -  $6 

Tho^  for  f even  years  and  more                  -  39 

Tho^  women  by  proud  men  are  fcorn^dy           -  230 

Thoughtlefs  of  all  but  love  and  you,              -  67 

Thou  jhepherd,  whofe  intenti've eye              •  227 

Through  all  the  employments  of  I'tfe,             -  3^9 

Thurfday  in  the  morn  the  nintecntb  of  May,  3  5"  J 

Thus  maidens  hely  their  de  fir  es,                  -  241 

Thus,  while  by  you  the  Britif)  arms               -  gO 

Thy  fword  within  the  fcabbard  keep ,              -  248 

Tib^y  has  a  ftore  of  charms,                   -  ,77 

^Tis  liberty,  dear/liberty,  alone,           -          -  2  25" 

^Tis  not  on  Chloe^s  heavenly  face                 -  18 

To  arms,  your  enfgn  jlraight  difplays,             -  52 
Toby  Swill,                    -                        .             -      309 

To  Celia  thus  fond  Damon  faidf                '   ■  183 

To  gain  my  genth  Jeffy^            -            *  i  í 


IN    D     EX. 

Too  laU  for  redrefs^  and  too /bon  for  my  eafe^  Page  1 1 5 

To  toaj}  the  fair  of  Britain's  ijle,                -  31 

Tiirn^  Sophia,  turn  away,                  -              -  2  5'<> 

''Twas  early  in  a  morning,  a  morning  of  May,  290 

Two  gods  of  great  honour,  Bacchus  and  ApoUc,  332 

Tivogojfips  ivere  merrHy  met,                  -  yp 


u 


Nderneath  a  mojjy  mountain,  .  i6f 


20. 


Underneath  this  myrtle  /hade. 

Under  this  Jlone  lies  Gabriel  John,               -  341 

Vain  is  every  fond  endeavour,                   •  232 

Vainly  noiv  ye  ftrivs  to  charm  me,                -  49 

J^ANTO N  Cupid  ceafe  to  hover,               .  54 

'^''^    Welcome  fun  and  futhern  fhoivers,  5  í 

/^é-V/  í/r/w^  and  lue'll  never  have  done  boys,  308- 

We're  gay ly  yet,  arid  lue're  gayly  yet,              -  298, 

Were  1  a^ur*d youHl  confiant  prove,              -  85" 

/f/^iî/  Cato  advifes,         .        -     -              -  335: 

What  can  ajfwage  the  pain  man  feels,              .  232 

What  charms  atrack  my  rdvi[h*d  eyes,             -  20<5 

What  is  love,  fantajlick  boy,             -              -  342 

What's  the  fpring  breathing  violets  and rofe,  262 

What  lives  are /0  happy,  asthofeofthefair^  9 

What  man  in  his  wits  î/ad  not  rather  be  poor,  195" 

What  pain,  Corrina,  he  indures,               .  24 5 

What  tho'  thy  face  may  vie,             -             -  1 5 

When  abfent  from  my  foul's  delight,              -  158 

When  at  my  nymph'' s  devoted  feet  y         -         -  98 

When  Aurora  gilds  the  morning                  -  i  JT 

When  beauty  does  her  power  purfuct            -  243 

IVhen  Chloe  was  by  Damon  fe en,'                 -  94 

When  fair  Zelifida  came,                  -              -  238 

/íV^í-;?  Fí7«»y  Ifaw,  as  Jhe  trip' do* er  the  greed,  178 

Whenfirft  by  fond  Damon  Flavilla  was  feen,  1 00 


INDEX.      / 

When  fir  ft  Ifaiu  thee,  graceful i  move,         J"  Page  1 84 

When  fir  ft  my  dear  ladie  gade  to  the_preen  hill,  366 

When  firft  my  firee  heart  ivas.  înfpir'¥;hy  defire,  ii<) 

When  fir fï  to  Cambridge  ive  do  Come^               -  337 

When  Ifurvey  Clarinda's  charms,                -  94 

When  Í  think  on  this  warld's  pelf,              -  297 

WhenVveafixpenceundermythumht             -  299 

When  lovely  Phillis  thou  art  kind,              -  312 

When  moJefl  Lilid's  downcaft  eyes                  •  205* 

When  my  love  the  other  day,                   -  jo 

When  Myra  arni'd  with  frowns  her  brow,  8 

When  Strephon  to  Chloe  made  love  his  pretence ^  68' 

When  fummer  comes,  the  fiuains  on  Tweed,  Ii8- 

JVhence  comes  it  neighbour  Dick,                   -  i8ó 

While  blooming  youth,  and  gay  delight ,  33 

While  our  flocks  are  a  feeding,              -          -  131 

While  fo?ne  for  pie  a  fur  e  p  aim  their  health,  36 

While  fome  fing  of  beauty  and  merit,             -  273: 

While  Strephon  on  fair  Chloe  hung,              -  354 

While  the  lover  is  thinking,                  .  320 

While  the  town  agrees,  that  Polly                  -  341 

Whilfl  I  liften  to  thy  voice,                     -  193 

Whllft  on  thy  dear  bofom  lying,              -           -  777 

Whilft  the  town's  brimful  of  folly,               -  308 

Why,  cruel  creature,  why  Jo  bent,                  -  188 

Why  has  not  love  reflexion's  eyes  ?              -  173 

Why  fo  pale  and  wane,  fond  lover,                  »  112 

Why  fljould  a  foolifi)  marriage  vow,               -  79 

Why  flMt'd  a  heart  fo  tender  breaks            -  193 

Why  that  faJnef  on  thy  brow,                   .  1 7p 

Where  have  you  been,  my  lovely  failor  bold,  28 

With  horns,  and  with  hounds  I  waken  the  day^  188 

With  tuneful  pipe  and  hearty  glee,              -  15-1 

Woo^d  and  married  dnd  a\              -                -  212 

Would  heaven  itididge  my  love  fick  mind,         -  239 

Would  you  chufe  a  wife  for  a  happy  life^  1 3  3 


INDEX. 

Would  you  have  a  y  omg  virgin  of  fifteen  years  y^dLgQ  127 

IVou'd  you  know  hovj  ive  meet  o'er  y  &c.  506 

Would  you  paint  the  charming  fair,               -  6 

r'E   commons  and  peers,  pray  lend  me  y  our  ears  f  343 

Te  happy  fwains,  ivho/e  hearts  are  free,  3  5" 

Te  heavenly  powers  nvho  guard  the  fair,          -  204 

Te  medley  of  mortals,  who  make  up  this  throng,  284 

Te  minutes,  bring  the  happy  hour,         -         -  194 

Te  nymphs  and  fihi an  gods,                     -  103 

Te  powers,  was  Damon  then  fo  blefl,             •-  214 

Te  (hepherds  and  nymphs  that  adorn  the  gay  plain,  3  7 

Tes,  all  the  world  mufl  fure  agree,          -  254 

Tes,  Pm  in  love,  I  feel  it  now,                -  3 

Te  fwains,  whom  radient  beauty  moves,             -  50 

Te  virgin  powers,  dej end  my  heart              -  34S 

Te  watchful  guardians  of  the  fair,             -  215" 

Tou  bid  me,  fair,  conceal  my  love,          -         -  274 

2]iii  fay,  you  love,  and  twenty  more,              -  114 

21?//  tell  me  Pm  handfome,  J  know  not  how  true,  185 

Tcu've  heard,  no  doubt,  how  all  the  globe  329 

Jioang  Bacchus,  when  merry  bejlriding  bis  butty  $  30 

Toung  Cupid,  I  find,             -              -              -  330 

Toung  Roger  came  tapping  at  Dolly  i  window ^  172 

Toung  Roger  of  the  mill,             -           -  i^i 


N.  B.  The  two  verfes  which  fliould  have  been  print- 
ed in  page  185-,  being  the  end  of  Jocky,  will  be 
found  at  the  tail  of  Jenny,  page  182. 


